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For the first time, the inside story of 
legendary entertainer Elvis Presley's 
life as a husband, father, son, cousin, 
friend, spiritual seeker — Priscilla and 
Lisa Marie Presley, and other family 
members, come together to memorialize 
our greatest star in this stunningly 
illustrated companion to a major television 
special and longer-form documentary. 


Elvis by the Presleys is a uniquely fascinating 
treasure and serves as the essential companion 
to a major television special on CBS and, 
from Sony BMG, a longer-form documentary 
DVD and its related CD. Culled from hours 
of new family interviews conducted for 
the television special and DVD (much of it 
appearing exclusively in this book), enhanced 
with Elvis quotes, and illustrated with private 
family photographs and images of personal 
memorabilia from the archives of Graceland/ 
Elvis Presley Enterprises, Elvis by the Presleys 
is an extraordinary document about an 


extraordinary figure. 


In all, the book is the compelling result of a 
historic gathering of voices of those who not 
only witnessed from the wings Elvis Presley's 
public life, but also knew the superstar out of the 
spotlight. His former wife Priscilla Presley, 
their daughter Lisa Marie Presley, his cousin 
Patsy Presley Geranen, Priscilla's parents, and 
members of the combined and extended families 
sensitively and candidly share their intimate 
perspective on the real person, while at the same 


time celebrating one of America's greatest stars. 


As Priscilla Presley puts it in Elvis by the Presleys, 
“Who can think of Elvis without thinking of 
Graceland?” Here Graceland is seen as а teeming 
family retreat, where the kitchen was the center 
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of operations; where tag football games were 
played in the yard; where folks drove golf 
carts up and down the hills; and where Elvis 


spent many of his happiest times. 


Elvis by the Presleys reveals life at Graceland 
like never before. We witness the arc of his love 
affair with Priscilla; Elvis as a father to his adored 
Lisa Marie; his obsessions and passions; and 
the strength of his musical legacy, which continues 
unabated to this day. There are Christmas 
cards here, too; contracts and invoices; selections 
from Lisa Marie’s childhood scrapbook; and even 
a picture of the champagne bottle (signed) from 
Elvis and Priscilla’s wedding. 


Here, now, is the tumultuous story of the life of 
a lovely yet complex man; a portrait of the career 
of a brilliantly accomplished yet often frustrated 
artist; an insider’s tale of enduring love, related 
with warmth and unguarded candor . . . and a story 
told the way only a family can tell it. 


2-hour CBS special airs May 2005 ELVIS | | 
4-hour Sony ВМС documentary DVD пий ify 
and its companion CD in stores May 2005 ーー 


The DVD is а longer-form presentation of the footage edited 
for the special. Both the special and the DVD are comprised of 
the family interviews, private home movies, performance 
footage and interviews, and photography — some of the material 


rare, some never before available to the public. 


The CD of Elvis's music features Elvis classics, hidden treasures, 


rarities and family favorites. 
Visit www.elvisbythepresleys.com 
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РАТЗУ: Graceland is Elvis's heart. It's where he was most 
himself and where he felt most loved. It's where he 
returned, time and time again, from all his great 
adventures — movies in Hollywood, shows in Las 


Vegas, concerts in Hawaii. 


[ worked in the office at Graceland with Elvis's dad, 
Uncle Vernon. Elvis was not only my cousin, he was 
my boss, but mainly he was my brother. From the 
time we were little kids in Mississippi to the day he 


died, we had a close and loving relationship. 


In Elvis's mind, he always associated Graceland with 
his mother, my aunt Gladys. In 1957, he bought the 
big estate for her. Remember, we were Depression 
poor people from Tupelo. When Elvis's records got 
popular, among the first things he did was buy Aunt 
Gladys a pink Cadillac, pretty dresses and nice jewelry. 
He wanted to buy her the world. All his life he 
dreamed of making her comfortable. Graceland was 
that dream come true. The tragedy was that she lived 
there barely a year before she died in 1958. Her 
death shocked us all. Elvis was devastated. No one 


could console him. She was his life. 


ELVIS: Everyone loves their mother, but [ was an only 
child and Mother was always right there with me. All 
my life. It wasn’t like losing a mother, it was like 
losing a friend, a companion, someone to talk to. 1 
could wake her up any hour of the night if ] was 
worried or troubled by something. She'd get up and 


try to help me. 


PATSY: I never saw a more loving relationship between 
a mother and son. Aunt Gladys was full of fun and 


energy. She brought out the best in Elvis. He 


Gladys's jewelry box 


Elvis’s gold-plated Barretta 
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Elvis’s personally engraved money clip 


inherited Бег vitality and humor. When Gladys was 
around, Elvis was never down or depressed. When 
Elvis was away, Gladys was never relaxed. She wor- 
ried something would happen to her boy. The bond 
between them was so close no one could get in 
between. Gladys gave Elvis the confidence he needed 
to go out into the world. When she left the world, he 
didn't know what to do. 


Maybe it was a good thing that he had to go back to 
the army where he was sent over to Germany. Being 
at Graceland right after his mother passed might 


have been too much to bear. 


His homecoming in 1960 was wonderful. Graceland 
was exciting again. Graceland was alive again. 1 could 
see he was thrilled to be home. But I also felt his sad- 
ness. I felt how much he missed his mother. For all 
the wonderful times at Graceland — all the meals 
and parties and games and birthdays and holidays — 
Graceland was never the same after Aunt Gladys 


passed. Elvis was never the same. 


PRISCILLA: When Elvis and I met in Germany a few 
months before the end of his army stint, he kept 
describing Graceland to me — how much I would 
love it, and how much his mother would have loved 
me were she still alive. He pined for his home and he 
pined for his mother. I was a young girl then — only 


importance that Graceland held in Elvis’s heart. As 


years went by, though, as I myself lived in Graceland 


and Graceland became part of my own heart, 1 
understood that it was much more than a place. It 
was Elvis’s refuge from the storms of life. It was where 


he dreamt of raising a family and finding simple peace. 
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Remote control from Elvis’s bedroom, 7 


Sometimes he found that peace, sometimes he didn’t, 
but he never stopped trying. Graceland symbolized 
his hopes for a happy life. That's why he always came 


home. 


PATSY: When Elvis was in Germany he wrote a 
beautiful letter to me and my parents. He described 
being in the mountains on maneuvers. It was freezing 
cold. His detail was demanding. He felt himself get- 
ting sick with a sore throat and chills. He said he had 
never been so homesick in his life. He wrote about 
the one Christmas when we were all together at 
Graceland, when Aunt Gladys was still alive, and how 
he cherished that memory. He went on about the 
importance of family in his life. For Elvis, family was 
everything. You couldn't read the letter without crying. 
You couldn't read it without feeling Elvis's sensitivity. 
Of all the many things Elvis left us with, I value that 
letter above everything. It showed how deeply he 
loved his home. 


LISA MARIE: I was born in 1968 and have enough memories 
of Graceland to keep my head spinning for the rest of 
my life. It was amazing. Filled with energy and 
excitement. Always something going on. Non-stop 
action. And surprises. Of course it was all about my 
father. It was his energy and excitement that kept us 
all on our toes. If he was in a good mood, it was going 
to be a great day. We'd ride horses or ride around in 
golf carts. The kitchen was Grand Central. 
Something was always cooking. Because my father 
was nocturnal, Pauline and Lottie, the night cooks, 


were always on call. The day cooks, Nancy and Mary, 


had to keep an eye on me. Everyone had to keep an 
eye on me. If I was scared at night, Pauline would sit 
by my bed. Food was a big part of Graceland. 
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My father's family was southern and so was the food. 


Comfort food. Ham and eggs. Pounds of bacon. 


The attic in Graceland seemed to call to me. 
Elvis's paternal grandmother, Minnie Mae, who lived 
with us in Graceland, claimed she heard noises coming 
from Gladys's ghost. Well, I didn't believe in ghosts 
and was determined to see exactly what was up there. 
One day while Elvis was off making a movie in 
Hollywood, I ventured upstairs. I can't say I wasn’t 
apprehensive. It was a stormy afternoon. Heavy rain. 
Thunder and lightning. I slowly opened the attic 
door. It creaked like it hadn't been opened in years. 
Inside, it was pitch dark. I took a couple of steps 
forward and found the light switch. The yellow bulb 
lit a long line of clothing racks. These were Gladys's 
clothes. Elvis had saved everything. All her precious 
belongings were here. I could feel her spirit. I was 
excited and moved. One by one, I examined her 
blouses, skirts and dresses. They were simple, not 
extravagant, and gave me a sense of her character. It 
might sound strange, but I would bring these articles 
of clothing to my face and breathe in their essence. I 
knew this was as close as I would get to Elvis's 
beloved mother. I tried on a couple of coats. It was as 
though she were embracing me. And just as I was lost 
in a reverie, thinking of how this charismatic woman 
shaped my husband's charismatic personality, the 
door flew open. I screamed! Seeing me, the woman 
who had opened the door screamed even louder! It 
was Hattie, one of our housekeepers. She was certain 
she'd seen a ghost. It took us several minutes to get 
our bearings. When we finally did, we were able to 
laugh, but the experience of discovering Gladys's 
wardrobe and feeling her presence was something 


that lives within me to this day. 
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IARIE You'd hear him before you'd see him. You'd 
hear these noises at the top of the staircase. He'd 
slowly make his way down, and there he was. The 
thing about my father is that he never hid anything. 
He didn't have a facade. Never put on airs. If he was 
crabby, you knew it. If he was angry, he'd let you 
know. His temper could give Darth Vader a run for 
his money. But if he was happy, everyone was happy. 


He had that kind of charisma. He'd never bore you. 


One morning after breakfast he gets up and says, 
"Lisa, come outside. There's something I want to 
show you." I run after him and right there in the 


backyard is a pony. “It's yours,” he says, “all yours.” 

He lifts me up and puts me on the pony. He starts 

leading me around the yard and back into the house. 

As we pass by my great-grandmother's room, the 
2 4 о 5 

pony decides to relieve himself. Now my great- 


grandmother starts yelling, “What's all the commotion 
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about?” “Oh, it’s nothing, Dodger” — that’s his nick- 
name for her — “nothing at all.” My father is extremely 
respectful of her, and maybe a little afraid of her, so 
he’s running me and the pony down the hallway, 
through the dining room and back out the door. 
Fortunately, she doesn't move too quickly and the 
mess gets mopped up before she opens her door. 
The whole house — his friends, the maids, the cooks, 
his dad, everyone — was always waiting for my 
father's next move. You never knew when that would 
be. His insomnia turned time upside down. I remember 
mentioning how much I wanted a puppy. Next thing 
I know it’s 3 a.m. and my father has organized a 
caravan of cars and we’re rolling past the gates of 
Graceland to some pet store where the owner opens 
up in the middle of the night for this crew of twenty 


people. That night all twenty people get puppies. 


PRISCILLA: "There were two universes — the normal 
universe and the universe of Elvis. Once you got a 
taste of Elvis’s universe, you didn’t want to leave it. 
You realized it was a privilege to be invited in and you 
did all you could to stay there. That meant staying in 
his good graces. And showing him loyalty. Nothing 


was more important to Elvis than loyalty. 


Graceland was the perfect expression of Elvis’s universe 
because it existed closest to his roots. Graceland is 
where he first figured out how to be most comfortable. 
He loved having his boys around him, loved having 
his dad and cousin Patsy running the office, loved the 
familiarity of a world he controlled. Even the fans at 
the gate — who were always there — reminded him 
of his tremendous popularity while reminding us 
how lucky we were. We were inside. And inside 


Graceland is where everyone wanted to be. 
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Priscilla, her тот апа brother іп {Не kitchen at Graceland (top) 
Lisa Marie in The Jungle Room at Graceland (middle) 
Elvis in the music room (bottom) 
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Chapter Two 
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LISA MARIE: Т have this mental picture of Dodger: her 
hair up in a bun, wearing funky glasses, watching 
“Hee Haw” and dipping into her snuff. She was 


always dipping into her snuff. 


PATSY: She had a snuff box and a little hickory brush. 
She’d dip the brush in the snuff and put it in her 
mouth. She wouldn’t wear teeth. I’d find her teeth in 
her purse. Pd find her teeth all over the house. She 
liked dresses with ruffles and every day of her life 
wore an ornate apron tied around her waist. She said 
she couldn’t hear well, but if you’d whisper some- 
thing about her on the other side of the house she’d 
hear you. Elvis adored her and she adored him. For 
all her quirks, she was a good listener. You could go 
to her with your troubles. She wasn’t judgmental or 


harsh. Mamaw was very wise. 


PRISCILLA: I first met her when she was living with Elvis 
and his dad in Germany. I didn’t really know her 
then, but later on we became so close that when Elvis 
was away from Graceland Td sleep in her room. Her 
sense of survival was a comfort. Her strength made us 


all stronger. 


PATSY: Our aunt Delta, Minnie Mae’s daughter, came to 
Graceland in the mid-Sixties to care for her mother. 
Her husband Pat, who had been a riverboat gambler, 
had died. Family talk was that Pat and Delta had lived 
the wild life all across the country in casinos and bars. 
There was a mystique about them, a mysterious past 
that no one could detail. All I know is this: when aunt 


Delta arrived at Graceland, the place was never the same. 


PRISCILLA: I still see Delta: walking around the grounds 


in her nightgown, rollers in her hair; shooting the 
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finger to the tourists at the gate; cursing like a sailor; 


feeding her nasty dog four kinds of gourmet food. 


LISAMARIE: Delta’s dog, Edmund, is the dog out of Omen. 


The dog from hell. 


PRISCILLA: No dog has ever been treated better than 
Edmund. She pampered him like a baby. I remember 
thinking, が 7 ever come back, Га like to come back as one 
of Delta’s dogs. 


PATSY: One day I looked out the window of the office 
and saw Aunt Delta throwing lit matches on some- 
thing that looked like a bird’s nest. What in the 


world was she burning in the middle of the day? 
When I went into the house as usual after work, | 
asked her what she had burned. She told me it was 
her wig. 


“Why in God's name did you burn your wig?” 


“Someone liked it and asked me for it. Pm just mak- 


ing sure she doesn’t get it.” 
“Why would she do that?” 


“She can’t,” said Delta, looking at the wig that was 


now burned to a crisp. 


She looked at me and we just laughed. She was a real 


prize. 


LISAMARIE: Delta was a diabetic alcoholic. The woman was 
hysterically funny. She’d insult anyone who’d come 


within a five-mile radius of her. People feared her. 


The gun Delta carried with her 
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А small sampling of Delta's Harlequin romance collection 
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Among the fans, she even got а little famous. Опе fan 
asked her, “Arent you Aunt Delta?” “Hell, no,” she 
snapped back. “Aunt Delta's dead. The old hag died 


last night.” 


You had to love Delta. I know she loved me. She was 
the only one at Graceland who'd drive me to the 7/11 
for candy. She'd run over curbs and run down people 
on the streets. She'd try to make me take a bath 一 1 


and come 


hated baths, I wouldn't bathe for days 
after me, screaming, “You little bastard, you little 
5.0.6!” She never did catch me. Only one person 
could get me in the tub, and that was my father. He 
was generous. He loved watching people’s faces light 


up and freak out when he gave them stuff—cars and 


jewelry and horses and anything else you can imag- 
ine. He loved giving. So it makes sense that the hap- 


piest time of year for him was Christmas. 


PATSY: Uncle Vernon was Santa. With his bright blue 
eyes and cotton-wool beard, he was perfect. Lisa 
Marie was convinced that he was actually jolly ole 
St. Nick just in from the North Pole. Elvis loved 
Christmas at Graceland. Christmas let him forget all 


the pressures of his career. 


PRISCILLA: Elvis was sentimental, and Christmas brought 
out his sentiments in force. He loved decorative 
lights, for example, and kept getting more and more. 
Oddly enough, he got the idea from the way the 
mansions in Beverly Hills and Bel Air were lit for 
Christmas. On the lawn in front of Graceland we had 
a Santa and sleigh and later an elaborate nativity 
scene. When it snowed one Christmas, Elvis was in 
heaven. We ran out and built a giant snowman. He 


made snow ice cream, a favorite treat. He became a 


little boy all over again, which, of course, was one of 


his most endearing qualities. The little boy in Elvis 


was always ready to go out and play. 


LISA MARIE: One time in the middle of the night Pm 
awoken by this incredibly loud noise coming from 
my father's bedroom, which was right next to mine. 1 
get out of bed and see the guys buzz-sawing down his 
door so they can move in a grand piano. He felt like 
playing piano and singing gospel songs. Gospel was 
his favorite and around Christmas he sang it all the 


time. Those were the songs he learned as a kid. 


РАТЗУ: Elvis was brought up in the Assembly of God 
church. His mom and dad were believers and regular 
church goers in Tupelo. It was a musical church and 


God's music got in Elvis's soul early on. 


ELVIS: My mother and dad both love to sing. They tell 
me when I was three or four I got away from them in 
church and 1 walked up in front of the choir and 


started beating time. 


PRISCILLA: In the piano room, just back off the living 
room, Elvis and his dad would sing “Precious Lord” 
or “Amazing Grace.” Vernon had a good voice, and 
nothing calmed Elvis like harmonizing to the songs 
he was raised up on. Gospel music was his deepest 
roots and, I believe, his deepest love. 

LISA MARIE: My father was always singing songs, playing 
the piano or guitar or listening to music. One 
Christmas I remember wanting music of my own. I 
asked for Elton John albums. Well, my father wouldn’t 
get them. But Aunt Delta, who couldn’t care less 
what her nephew thought, went out and got them. 
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A bible given to Elvis from a fan. Gladys then gave it to Patsy who, 
in turn, gave it to Lisa Marie many years later. 
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LISA МАНЕ: So there we all are, Christmas morning, 
sitting under the tree and opening presents. But as 
soon as 1 unwrap my Elton John records, my father 
grabs them and starts saying, *Who is this guy?" and 
*Why should my daughter be listening to him and 
not me?" The truth is that I did listen to his records 
all the time, and I loved them. It’s just that this new 
guys music caught my ear. Wasn't long after that, 
though, that my father came around and started lis- 
tening to Elton himself. He even went to an Elton 
concert. That same Christmas we went sledding. It 
was icy and I was a little nervous. So my father pulled 
my sled along rather than let me take off on my own. 
Then he gets on a sled, lays flat on his stomach, and 
aims for the steepest part of the driveway. He's racing 
down the driveway when he hits the curb, flies off the 
sled and lands on his stomach. We wait for him to get 
up, but hes not moving. Hes laid out there like he's 
dead. I start to scream. The boys come running. 


When we get to him someone says, *Don't touch him 


before we call a doctor" He's still not moving. 
Doesn't even look like he's breathing when suddenly 
he jumps up and starts laughing. 


It was another Christmas at Graceland when 
Elvis called me outside and presented me with a 
beautiful black quarter horse named Domino. I loved 
Domino and began riding every day. At first Elvis 
was a little fearful of horses, but he saw I was having 
such a great time he wanted to join. That was the 
start of his Great Horse Phase. Elvis never did anything 
halfway. He became totally obsessed with whatever 
he was doing, and, believe me, this Great Horse 
Phase was intense. He decided he had to have a 
Golden Palomino and thus began the search. We'd 
run around the countryside, from horse farm to 
horse farm, knocking on doors in the middle of night 
to see if there were any Golden Palominos for sale. 
You'd think people would be annoyed, but when they 


saw it was Elvis they were thrilled. Didn't matter that 
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Christmas card, 1966 


it was four in the morning. Finally we found the 
horse, a breathtakingly gorgeous animal — Rising 


Sun 


and naturally Elvis became a superb rider. 


But it wasn’t enough that Elvis and I had horses. All the 
gang had to have horses. Elvis bought horses for 


everyone 


the guys, the guys’ wives, every family 
member and friend. And not only did he buy everyone 
horses, he bought custom saddles and blankets and 
stirrups. He transformed Graceland's barn into a fully 
functioning horse barn. He had us painting the stalls, 
painting the names of the horses on the stalls and color- 
coordinating every imaginable piece of gear. It was a little 
crazy but, like most everything with Elvis, it was a lot 
of fun. 


PATSY: There’s a famous story about Elvis and Rising Sun. 
You see, Rising Sun was a lot like Elvis. Stubborn. 
Rebellious. Did what he wanted to do when he wanted to 


do it. One afternoon they were out riding when Rising 
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Sun threw Elvis. Elvis landed flat on his backside. He 
didnt like that. Elvis looked at him and hit him right 
between the eyes, dazing Rising Sun. Rising Sun never 


threw him again. 


In my mind I often go back to Graceland. It was 
a lifestyle unlike any other. The power of Elvis’s 
personality dominated our every day. Every day was 
different. And so were the nights. He might rent out 
the Memphian movie theater and have us watch four 
features in a row. Or rent out the skating rink and have 
us compete like crazy. Or close down the fairground 
so we could ride the rollercoaster till daybreak. Elvis 


might do anything. 


In between the excitement, though, on a rainy day in 
winter or a fragrant night in spring, Pd find myself 
asking questions: What wildly improbable forces conspired 
to link my life with his? How in the world did I ever find 


my way to Graceland? 
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Elvis's saddle 
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I liked the music, I loved “Blue Suede Shoes,” 
but I was hardly fanatic. I was а twelve-year-old kid, 
skinny and shy, who didn’t want to be part of the 
Elvis mania. In fact, I refused to join the Elvis fan 
club — admission 25 cents — when I learned that 
one member had asked Elvis to autograph her breast. 
In my pre-teen mind, that was too risqué. On the 
other hand, I liked Elvis enough to want to watch 


him on the Ed Sullivan show. 


ANN BEAULIEU: We had reservations about Priscilla watching 
that show. This was 1956, when our world was quite 
conservative. I can’t say I had a high opinion of this 


rock and roll. 


PAUL: Frankly, we forbade her to watch the show. We 


sent her to her room. 


Forbidden fruit is that much sweeter. 1 
cracked open my door just enough to see the televi- 
sion set. Say whatever you like about Elvis, but he 


was a thrilling performer. 


PAUL: A couple of years later I was transferred to West 
Germany. Priscilla was a popular girl in her junior 
high, and I knew this would be difficult for her, but 


we had no choice. 


I was crushed. The last thing I wanted was to 
leave my friends and go off to some frozen foreign 
country. One of my schoolmates mentioned Elvis. 
Since his first album, his fame had grown. He was 
starring in movies — Love Me Tender, Jailhouse Rock, 


King Creole. “Elvis is in the army over there,” the 


friend said. “Maybe you'll run into him.” “Oh sure,” 


I replied. 
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I was miserable in Wiesbaden. I’d been there only 
three weeks but missed Austin terribly. I spent all my 
spare time at the Eagles Club, a place where 
American service families hung out. Td go there to 
write long letters to my friends back home. One 
afternoon I was there with my little sister and brother 
when a serviceman happened to strike up a conversa- 
tion with me. He was an especially nice guy who 
sensed that I was homesick. “Would you like to meet 
Elvis Presley?” he asked. “Who wouldn’t like to meet 
Elvis,” I answered. I thought he was kidding but he 
wasn’t. His name was Currie Grant and he said that 
he and his wife often visited Elvis, who lived forty- 


five minutes away in the town of Bad Nauheim. 


PAUL: We were skeptical at first, but after meeting 
Currie Grant and his wife we saw they were sincere 
and responsible people. When Ann and Г talked it 
over, we also remembered something Priscilla said 
when we went shopping in Frankfurt. “Wouldn’t it 
be fun if we saw Elvis on the street?” Cilla was a 
young girl in tune with the young world. How could 
we deny her something which she’d remember her 
whole life? Besides, we were assured that there’d be 


plenty of chaperones. 


I wore a blue-and-white sailor dress, and I was 
petrified. The drive seemed to take forever. I didn’t 
open my mouth. When we finally arrived, the first 
person I met was Vernon, Elvis’s dad. He couldnt 
have been nicer. He led us to the crowded living 
room where Brenda Lee was singing “Sweet 


Nothin’s” on the record player. And there he was. 


He was wearing a red sweater and tan slacks. He was 


breathtakingly handsome, far more handsome than 


On “The Ed Sullivan Show,” 1956 
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his pictures revealed. He was friendly and inquisitive 
and full of fun. He presumed I was a junior or senior 
in high school. It took me awhile to tell him I was in 
9th grade. When I answered his sarcasm with a little 
sarcasm of my own, he liked it. He thought I was 
spunky and I guess he thought I was cute. There was 
an entourage — besides his dad, there was a large 
group of friends. There was a risqué poster of 
Brigitte Bardot on the wall which I found intimidating 
and finally there was Elvis himself sitting at the piano 
and singing “Rags to Riches.” Before the evening was 
over, he did a great impersonation of Jerry Lee 
Lewis. Afterwards, he took me into the kitchen and 
introduced me to Grandma Minnie Mae who was 
busy frying up bacon. He wanted to talk. He wanted 
to know about Fabian and Ricky Nelson. He asked, 
“Who are the kids listening to back home?” “You,” I 
said. I could see he was nervous about losing his pop- 
ularity. And I could feel he found it easy to talk to me. 


“What kind of music do you like listening to?” he asked. 
“T love Mario Lanza.” 


“Youre kidding,” he said. “How do you know about 
Mario Lanza?” 


“I love his album The Student Prince.” 
“That's my favorite.” 


He thought I had the taste of someone older than 


fourteen. 


As he downed five huge bacon-and-mustard sand- 


wiches, he spoke more and more openly. He was 
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lonely. He missed Memphis but, even more, he 
missed his mother. He was still mourning her death 
and looking for a connection back to his fans in the 
States. I found him extremely vulnerable and sweet. 
He had beautiful manners and an open heart. There 
was nothing false about him. When Currie said it was 
time to drive me home, Elvis wanted me to stay 
longer. I didn’t take it as a sexual come-on but merely 
the request of someone eager for companionship. “I 
promised her father Td have her home on time,” said 
Currie. Fog delayed us two hours, and my parents 
were up waiting. “He’s a perfect gentleman,” | 


assured them. 


ANN: I was glad Cilla got to meet a famous celebrity. 
But I was certain this was a one-time encounter. Гуе 


never been so wrong about anything in my life. 


PRISCILLA: I prayed he'd call me, and he did. I couldn't 
concentrate on school. Couldn't concentrate on any- 
thing or anyone other than Elvis. It wasn't just that 
he was world-famous and absolutely gorgeous — 
though that had to be part of it. It was that he spoke 
to me with such intimacy. He revealed his heart. He 
expressed a deep loneliness that touched my heart. 
His emotions poured right out of him. He told me of 
his family problems — the fact, for example, that he 
was uncomfortable with his father's dating a woman 
so soon after Gladys's death. 


Romantically, physically, I felt myself melting. His 
kisses set me on fire, but he would never take advantage. 
He called me *Little One" and assured me he would 


never harm me. 


ANN: When Elvis kept calling and Priscilla kept going 


to see him, we naturally became concerned. My hus- 
band insisted, and rightly so, that before she saw him 


again he himself come to our house to meet us. 


PRISCILLA: Elvis came to the house, but not alone. “Pm Elvis 
Presley,” he said to my father, “and this is my father 
Vernon.” 


ANN: When we met Elvis that first time, our entire out- 
look changed. I'd never met such a polite young man. 
He addressed my husband as “sir” or “captain.” He 
addressed me as “ma’am.” He was soft-spoken and 
sincere. You couldn’t help but like him. He treated us 


- with complete respect. 


PAUL: I enjoyed speaking with Elvis and was impressed 


with his manners. Anyone would be. He seemed 
impressed by my military service and asked a number 
of intelligent questions about my work. All this was 


- fine. But at a certain point I had to ask him, “Why my 


daughter? With millions of women throwing them- 
selves at you, why Cilla?” His answer was straight- 
forward. *I feel comfortable talking to her," he said. 
"She's more mature than her age. And don't worry, 
ГЇЇ take good care of her.” I concluded that he was 
genuine and now I am absolutely certain that I came 


to the right conclusion. 


PRISCILLA: I met Elvis in September, less than а month 
after arriving in Germany. By the following March 
he was gone. The minute his military stint was up, he 
flew home. In those seven months, though, our bond 
grew incredibly deep. So did my insecurities. It was a 
crazy turbulent time for all of us. 


ANN Tve always wanted my children to have happy 
normal lives. And even though Elvis won us over and 
certainly made a good impression, I feared that my 
daughter would be hurt. I believe any mother would 
have those same fears. 
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Priscilla’s Christmas gift to Elvis, 1959 


I visited him night after night after night. We 
grew closer and closer. Our relationship remained 
chaste. He'd have it no other way. He wanted his 
woman “pure,” if indeed I was his woman. I was his 
Little One. He told his guys I had all the qualities he 
was looking for in a girlfriend. I didn’t know what 
that meant, but I didn’t argue. I was falling in love 
with him. At the same time, though, I was leading 
two lives — 9th grader by day, Elvis's girl by night. 
Because Elvis was an incurable night owl, my schedule 
was insane. It took all I had to keep from sleeping 
during class. Seeing I was tired, he offered me pills 
for, as he put it, “extra energy.” I later learned it was 
Benzedrine, given to him by his army sergeant to 
help him stay alert during all-night guard duty. Elvis 
told me that back home he had been taking pills to 


keep him awake during his hectic tours. He was also 
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plagued by insomnia and feared sleepwalking. I accepted 


the Benzedrine but never took it. 


By Christmas, things were complicated. I was his 
girlfriend. Or was I? What about this Anita back in 
Memphis? What about all the girls hanging around 
his place? When one described the geography of his 
bedroom in detail, I became incensed. He was 
betraying me. He denied it and, to placate me, he 
sang such a beautiful version of “Lawdy Miss Clawdy,” 
I fell silent. 


He assured me that the gift I gave him — a set of 
bongos — was the best he'd ever received. Later I 
learned he had two dozen pairs of bongos in the base- 
ment. But when he had me sit next to him at the 


piano and sang “ГІІ Be Home for Christmas,” when 


Priscilla, watching Elvis leave 
Germany, 1960 


he leaned over and gently kissed me, when he told 
me I was the one, the only one, when I saw tears in 
his eyes, nothing in the world mattered but our love. 


Nothing mattered but him. 


The countdown to his departure was hell. We clung 
to each other. We swore undying fidelity. But what 
was I to think? What was I to believe? He was going 
back to America where he was America’s biggest star. 
He was going back to making music and making 
movies. He was going to appear on the Frank Sinatra 


television show. Where did all this leave me? 


His departure from Germany was international news. 
I rode with him to the airport. He gave me his combat 
jacket and sergeant's stripes. *Little One," he said, 
"these prove you belong to me." He got out of the 


car, waved to the crowd and boarded the plane. 


The photographers found me. I was dubbed the girl 


he left behind. 


(at bis Graceland homecoming press conference, 
answering tbe question, “How about romance . . . did you 


leave any hearts in Germany?”): 
Not any special one, по... 


There was a little girl that 1 was seeing quite often 
over there . . . her father was in the Air Force... it was 
no big, no big romance. I mean the stories came out, 
“The Girl He Left Behind" . . . it wasn’t like ас... 


I have to be careful when I answer a question like that. 


PRISCILLA: At the press conference when Elvis said, “No, 


there wasn’t anyone special,” my heart sank. But then 
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when he said, “Yes, there was someone,” my heart 
leaped. He didn’t have to say that. Elvis never said 
anything he didn’t want to say. I understood his concern 
about his public image. I knew how cautious and private 
he was about acknowledging any sort of romance. So 
when he said “yes,” in spite of his qualifications, 1 


knew he was thinking of me. 


ANN: “Forget him, honey,” I told Priscilla. “It was a 
lovely chapter in your life, but it’s over. You need to 
move on with your life. Now you’ve got to focus on 


school.” 


PRISCILLA: I focused on Elvis. Every piece of news about 
him. Every new record. Every movie. Every scrap of 
gossip. Germany, school, homework, even eating — 
none of it seemed to matter. Everything that wasn’t 
Elvis wasn’t important. I thought of him during the 


day and dreamt of him at night. 


Elvis, Elvis, Elvis. 


Army hat, worn on the train from New York to Memphis, March 1960, 
and also on Frank Sinatra’s “Welcome Home, Elvis” TV special 
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Army jacket, Elvis's gift to Priscilla 
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I PAUL: It was a tough period for Cilla. I know she felt 


abandoned, and there was nothing we could do. For 
long periods of time she heard nothing from the 
States. And then, out of nowhere, Elvis would call 
and they'd literally talk all night. I was certain his 
phone bill was bigger than my monthly paycheck. T 
also saw that he sent her piles of his records. One in 
particular was called *Return to Sender." That made 


me stop and think. 


ANN: We just didn't know what was going on. Elvis's 


career was bigger than ever. He was off in Hollywood 


с ТИР 


making movies. When Priscilla saw him on the big 
screen kissing his glamorous costars — Juliet Prowse 
or Barbara Eden or Hope Lange 一 Td say, “Cilla, 
you need to forget him. You can't compete with these 


women.” 


Every day I waited for the mail. Every night I 
waited for his phone calls. He wasn’t a letter writer 
but he would send me records as personal messages. 
Sometimes they were his records and sometimes 
songs sung by others. The titles said it all: “ГИ Take 
Good Care of You,” “Soldier Boy,” “It’s Now or Never,” 
“Fever.” Ав a singer, his voice sounded stronger than 
ever. On the phone, his voice reassured me. No, he 
wasn’t going with Nancy Sinatra. Yes, he still loved 
me. No, he hadn’t forgotten me; he hadn’t called for 
the past month because he was making a movie. 1 
thought seeing his films would bring him closer to 
me. Yet when I watched them — G.I. Blues or 
Flaming Star or Blue Hawaii 一 I couldn't help but 
despair. I was a schoolgirl in Germany. He was a 
movie star, a flaming star, in Hollywood. What kind 


of fantasy was I feeding myself? 


Two years passed. Two torturous years. Two years 
during which he maintained unpredictable contact. 
When I didn’t hear from him, I was heartbroken. 
When I did, I was ecstatic. Finally he said the words 
I wanted to hear: “I have to see you.” He said he was 
sending me a first-class round-trip ticket to Los 
Angeles. But what about my parents? How could I 


ever convince them to let me go? 
If I couldn’t, Elvis could. When Elvis put his mind to 


it, when Elvis wanted something with utter passion, 


Elvis could convince anyone of anything. He spoke 
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to my parents at length, especially my father. He 
wired a detailed itinerary of where Td be every 
minute during the two-week trip. He made assur- 
ances of round-the-clock chaperones. And finally, as 


was usually the case with Elvis, he prevailed. 


Los Angeles was fantastic. Bel Air was a land of fairy 
tale palaces. Elvis lived in an Italian villa. Compared 
to his plain quarters in Germany, the luxury was 
overwhelming. “Let me look at you,” he said before 
taking me in his arms. “You’re all grown up!” In 
Germany, his hair was blondish; now it was dyed 
black. He looked great; he was thin and vibrant; he 
seemed overjoyed to see me. And although we were 
in his den surrounded by a crowd of people, we were 


soon alone in his bedroom. 
I was ready. 
He wasn’t. 


He was glad I had saved myself but was still committed 
to my purity. What could I say? What could I do? I 
wanted him, I know he wanted me, but, according to 


him, the time wasn't right. “We'll know when," he said. 


Two days later, just like that, we headed for Las 
Vegas. My first time. A suite at the Sahara. The city 
laid out at our feet. I hardly had the wardrobe to go 
with the city. *Let's go shopping," he urged. A half- 
dozen gowns, matching shoes, all to Elvis's taste. 
*We'll get you a hair and makeup artist," he said. 
*Why?" I wondered. *Because this is Vegas. Vegas 
has a look. You need a look." The look was about 
super-heavy eyeliner and super-high teased hair. 


Elvis loved the look. 


Matchbook from Las Vegas where Elvis and Priscilla stayed in 1962 
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Back at the suite, surrounded by his boys, he played 
me some of his new songs. What did I think? I was 
flattered that he sought my opinion. So I gave it. I 
told him I loved his voice, but these songs were slow 
and not as exciting as the raw rock and roll numbers 
like “All Shook Up.” I preferred the raw rock and roll. 


That wasn’t what he wanted to hear. He flipped out. 
He barked, “I didn’t ask you what style I should be 
singing. I just asked about these songs.” Then he 
called me an amateur and stormed out of the room, 


slamming the door behind him. 
Another side of Elvis I never expected. 


But if Elvis was sour one moment, he could be super- 
charming the next. His moods could change erratically, 
but I do believe his true nature went to kindness and 
generosity. A variety of pills were his constant 
companions. They did much to change the emotional 


weather. I was still learning who he was. 
I didn’t want to leave, but what choice did I have? 
Germany was the last place in the world I wanted to be. 


ANN: When Priscilla got back to Germany, she was in 
disarray. She was wearing a tight black dress and 
obviously had been crying. Her hair was a mess, her 
mascara was a mess, her eyeliner was running, her 


eyes were red. She looked lost and terribly sad. 


PAUL: Her eyes looked like two piss holes in the snow. 
I was concerned. I was worried. I understood it was 
confusing for Cilla. We were all confused by her 


friendship with Elvis. Sure it was wonderful to be so 
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close to a celebrity, sure he was a great guy, but how 
would it all end? My responsibility as a dad was to 
protect my daughter from being hurt and make sure 


she continued her education. 


I couldn’t concentrate on school. My mind 
was on Elvis, who had urged me to spend Christmas 
with him at Graceland. Finally Td get to see the home 
he held so close to his heart! But again, how was 1 


going to convince my parents? 


PAUL: I was adamant. The Beaulieus always spend 
Christmas together as a family. Not even Elvis Presley 


could change that. 


ANN: Priscilla begged me to beg her father. At first I 
said no, but when I saw how much it meant to her, I 


finally convinced my husband. It wasn't easy. 


PATSY: It was Christmas of 1962. Vernon and his wife 
Dee picked up Priscilla in New York and escorted her 
back to Memphis. But Elvis told everyone, “I want to 
drive her through the gates. I want to see her face 
when she sees Graceland for the first time." 


The first time I saw Priscilla she looked like a little 
doll. She was exquisite. She was standing in the 
stairwell and Elvis came out of my grandmother's 
room. He was so proud of Priscilla. His eyes were 


filled with love. 


When we drove through those gates and I saw 
the Christmas lights and glittering decorations on 
those long white columns, I felt like I was living 
inside a dream. Except the dream had come true. I 


had come home with Elvis. 


Cigarette box. Priscilla's Christmas gift to Elvis during her first stay at Graceland, 1962. 


PATSY: It was а beautiful Christmas. Elvis was different 
with Priscilla than with his other girlfriends. Less 
tense, more relaxed. You got the idea she was his one 


true love. 


Elvis's entourage was as much a part of the 
house as the kitchen. A permanent installation. I saw 
how he enjoyed the support of his male friends and 1 
was grateful that they treated me so well. At one 
point he took me by the hand and said, “Someone's 
waiting to meet you.” It was Grandma Minnie Mae. 
I hadn’t seen her since Germany. She hugged me and 
made me feel welcome. She invited me to sit and chat. 
There was a lot on her mind — especially Elvis's 
disregard for his daddy's wife. The more she talked, 
the more she dipped into her snuff. She was comfort- 
able enough with me not to hide her secret habit. She 
even let me call her by the nickname Elvis gave her. 
“Dodger,” I said, “I feel like 1 can confide in you.” “You 


can, young'un,” she assured me. “You're family now.” 


PATSY: That was the Christmas he gave Priscilla a little 
puppy she called Honey. 


Elvis also gave me two five-hundred-milligram 
Placidyls. 1 was jet-lagged and keyed-up from my 
trans-Atlantic flight. I hadn't slept in days. “These 


pills will relax you,” he said. 


“Two days later, Dodger was standing over me, chas- 


tising Elvis for over-medicating me. 
“Two days!” I said. “Гуе missed Christmas.” 


“You haven't missed anything,” Elvis assured me. 
“The fun’s just starting.” 
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More and more, I was getting used to Elvis’s notion 


of fun. 


Fun meant renting out the Rainbow skating rink for 
thirty or forty of his closest friends who’d put on 
killer-diller Roller Derby matches. They'd skate like 
fiends, playing dangerous games like “The Whip” 
which might send a less-than-experienced skater flying 
off the rink. Amazingly, no one was injured. If 
someone did fall, though, Elvis was the first one 
there for comfort and aid. It was his party and he 
took responsibility. 


He didnt always take responsibility for his advances 
to women. Pd get upset. Га be hurt. His stance was 
always the same — the best defense is a good offense. 
He'd accuse те; he’d say that I was just jealous; I 


was inventing things; I was confusing his simple 
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friendliness with flirting. His accusations were made 
with such skill that Td wind up apologizing to him. 
This pattern prevailed throughout our relationship. 
Our relationship remained chaste, though we came 
awfully close to consummation. I was frustrated but 
Elvis was adamant. Our emotional intimacy, however, 
continued to deepen. He often spoke to me about his 
career. Films like Blue Hawaii were big hits. Elvis was 
making bigger and bigger money. But the hits 
weren’t making him happy. He saw his potential as a 
actor. He loved the rebellious attitude of James Dean 
and Marlon Brando. He felt — and rightly so — that 
he had the dramatic sensibility to pull off challenging 
parts. The talent was there, and so was the sensitivity. 


God knows Elvis encompassed enough emotional 


complexity to relate to an enormous range of feel- 


ings. Standing between him and a career as serious 


actor, though, was Colonel Parker. The Colonel was 


a brilliant promoter, and Elvis knew it. In Elvis’s 
mind, the Colonel had brought the Presleys from 
crushing poverty to fabulous wealth. While Elvis was 
in the army for two years, the Colonel worked 
tirelessly to keep Elvis in the limelight — new songs 
were released, new stories fed to the press. The 
Colonel was interested in mainstream mass enter- 
tainment, not edgy art. The Colonel had sold Elvis to 
Hollywood for unprecedented prices. The Colonel 
was clearly a marketing genius. How could Elvis not 
be grateful? Elvis would always ask himself the ques- 
tion, Without the Colonel, where would I be? But 
that question was followed by another: Where am 7 


And why am I making one silly movie after another? 
For all his charm and cocky self-assurance, Elvis was 
confused. I saw that early on. At one point, though, 
he was absolutely clear. “You must live with me,” he 
insisted. “You must move to Memphis.” 
I was still only a seventeen-year-old senior in high school. 
“You'll finish your senior year in Memphis,” he said. 
ГА / 5 

“My parents will never agree to that.” 

7 に 
“РИ talk them into it.” 
“You can't.” 


“I have to.” 


He did. 


Chapter Five 
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PATSY: Elvis had many wonderful character traits, but 
maybe the strongest was his ability to win over anyone 
in the world. You just naturally wanted to make him 


happy. He was irresistible. 


PAUL: I was enormously resistant to the idea of Cilla 
going to live in Memphis. As far as ] was concerned, 


it just was not going to happen. 


I understood my parents’ position. Every day 
yowd read about Elvis cavorting with one of his 
gorgeous costars. I tried to tell them that was simply 
Hollywood gossip, but of course I too had my 
doubts. My desire to be with him, though, over- 
whelmed those doubts. I had to get back to 
Memphis. Once again, Mother was the key. If I could 
convince her, perhaps she could convince Dad. 


ANN: It got to the point where my husband would 
finally think about it, but not until he discussed it 
with Elvis himself. 


PAUL: Elvis called and spoke to me directly. Always 
respectful, he laid out his plan. Priscilla would be living 
with his father and his father’s wife Dee. She would 
not be living at Graceland. Priscilla would attend her 
final year of high school at an all-girls Catholic 
institution. Priscilla would be chaperoned every 
minute of every day. Elvis pledged to care for her 
with absolute devotion. The intimation was that one 


day they'd marry. 


Somehow it happened. Elvis sent two first- 
class tickets to Los Angeles, where he was filming 
Fun in Acapulco, so that my father could accompany 
me, first to California and then to Memphis where 
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Dad would meet Vernon and enroll me at the 
Immaculate Conception parochial school. 


Of course I was thrilled. I was finally leaving | 


Germany for good. My future with Elvis, while not 
altogether certain, offered prospects of happiness and 
excitement beyond my wildest expectations. When we 
arrived in Los Angeles that excitement greeted us 
immediately. We stayed at the Bel Air Sands motel, 
where Elvis picked us up every day in his white Rolls 
Royce or solid gold Cadillac. He took us sight-seeing 
from one end of the sprawling city to the other — the 
Hollywood hills, Sunset Boulevard, the coast highway. 
Dad might have been impressed but his focus was on 
my future. He wanted to discuss my education and 


living arrangements. Elvis gave him assurances and, ` 


even more, convinced my father that his feelings for 


me were genuine. 


While Elvis stayed in L.A. to complete the film, Dad 
and I flew to Memphis. Everything was in order. 
Vernon was there to carry out his son's plans. I kissed 


my father goodbye and thanked him for trusting me ` 


and Elvis. It was now out of my hands. My new life 


had begun. 


My feelings were mixed — grateful and glad that 
Elvis had pulled off this coup; hopeful and deter- 
mined that our relationship would last; but in the 
light of the glamorous ladies in his life, I couldn't 
help but feel insecure. Why had he chosen me? 


I wanted to believe in love. And I did. And I do. Elvis 
and I were — and remained throughout our life — 
deeply in love with one another. Love has its own 
power, motivation and strength. Love has its own life. 
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_ Elvis’s home in Los Angeles, 1963 (top) 
Priscilla, Paul, and Vernon at Vernon's house (middle) 
Priscilla and Vernon in front of Graceland (bottom) 


And certainly love changed our lives. Love brought 
us together. But in hindsight I also see that Elvis saw 
in me a grounded girl, far from the career-crazy 
actresses he'd met making movies. He liked the fact 
that my family was “normal” as well, my parents loving 
and protecting, my father a well-respected and high- 
ranking Air Force officer. He liked that 1 had helped 
my mom raise my younger brothers and sister. He 
knew we were private people who would protect his 
privacy. He also knew we were extraordinarily loyal, 
a quality he cherished. Elvis could count on me. He 


could also mold me. 


That notion was important to him — that, as an 
impressionable girl devoted to his happiness, 1 could 
be brought into womanhood under his tutelage. Like 
a sculptor, he could shape my image and design my 
demeanor in ways that would bring him delight. His 
delight was my delight. He felt my desire to please 
him, my lack of ego, my need to live a life devoted to 
bringing him pleasure. Our pledge was unsigned, but 
it was nonetheless clear: He would bring me into his 
world and keep me in his world as long as 1 under- 
stood that my place was to honor him and satisfy his 
many needs. Г bought that arrangement and, for 
many years, devoted myself to making it work. As 
time went by, as my knowledge of him deepened, so 
did my love. But the world in which he lived — and 
ruled — was something I never expected. Elvis’s 
world was strange and wonderful, calm and stormy, 
unpredictable and stimulating. 


РАТЗУ: In the early months of 1963, when Priscilla 
came to Memphis to complete her education, Elvis 
had already established a pattern — he spent several 
months in Hollywood to shoot a movie, then he’d 
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come for several months, then it was back to 
Hollywood for another film. It was a pattern that was 


hard for him to break. 


PRISCILLA: It wasn’t long before I moved from Vernon's 
home to Graceland. The move was natural. I was there 
all the time anyway. The two people with whom I had 
the most rapport were Dodger and Patsy. Because 
Elvis was often gone, and because at school I had no 
real friends, my connections with his grandmother 
and cousin were incredibly important. They were 
both sympathetic people who understood Elvis and 


my challenge to adjust to his peculiar life. 


In fact, it was a double-life, not unlike the double-life 
I had led after meeting him in Bad Nauheim. 1 was a 
prim-and-proper schoolgirl by day and Elviss girl- 
friend by night. In some sense, I was also reliving the 
life of the “Girl He Left Behind,” another leftover 
image from Germany. He too compartmentalized his 
life. Hollywood was there and Graceland was here and 
never the two should meet. He did not want me in 
Hollywood. Of course I wanted to be wherever he 
was, and so these long separations were sources of 
strain. For Elvis, the two worlds represented a balance, 
or perhaps a perpetual imbalance, between his pro- 


fessional life and his home life. When a movie 


wrapped, he couldnt wait to leave. Increasingly he 


viewed his movies as inconsequential. He felt 
trapped. When he arrived back in Graceland, after 
being gone for a month or two or three, the place lit 
up. I lit up. Our life in Memphis was empty without 
him. And I was willing 一 even eager 一 to cater tO 


his every whim. We all were. 


I think of the play “Pygmalion.” In many ways, Elvis 


was my Professor Higgins. He relished the role of 
recreating me. It was another outlet for his powerful 
artistic instincts. He'd take me shopping and tell me 
what colors were right for me. (Red and blue, turquoise 
and green.) He’d like me to wear tight-fitting gold 
lamé gowns that revealed every curve. In the Sixties, 
with hairdo’s piled high to the sky, Elvis wanted mine 
piled highest. (Think Marge Simpson.) He wanted 
my skirts shorter, my eyeliner darker, my makeup 
thicker, my hair dyed the same jet-black as his. The 
fact that he was paying this much attention to me was 
flattering. I was his doll whom he loved to dress. If, 
on my own, I found something I liked that he didn't, 
he wouldn't be happy. And though I might argue and 
complain, ultimately if he wasn't happy I wasn't happy. 


I wasn't happy, for example, at school. Keeping Elvis's 
crazy hours meant daytime fatigue. То help me out, 
he gave me the prescription pep pills which he had 
been taking for so long. He even called them 
*helpers." He himself swallowed them like candy. As 
his intake increased, I grew worried. But in that area, 
I lacked the authority to question him. No one could. 
No one did. 


I finally graduated, thank God, fulfilling my promise 
to my parents. Tve never been so relieved. As a present, 
Elvis gave me a Corvair, my first car. I grew bolder, I 
believe, by insisting that I accompany him to 
Hollywood. He was resistant but ultimately saw my 
unhappiness. For all his self-concern, Elvis wanted to make 
everyone happy, including his fans and especially 
those who shared his private life. I had to keep pushing, 
had to keep imploring, but little by little he opened 
up his Hollywood life to me. That life, for all the 


glamour and glitz, was nothing like you might expect. 
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VIS: ...they 


sent me to. 


Ho ood to make movies. 
It was all new to me. Í was 


twenty, 


mphi 


T of 


PATSY: The first films my cousin made — Love Me 
Tender, Loving You, Jailhouse Rock and King Creole 一 


| were done in a hurry, right after his first hit records 


and before he went into the army. Colonel Parker 
wanted everyone to see Elvis could be more than a 
musical idol; he could be a big movie star. Colonel 
Parker was right. He got Elvis into Hollywood very 


- early. That was the Fifties. When Elvis got out of the 


army, the same thing happened through most of the 
Sixties — more and more movies. From around 1961 


through 1968, Elvis was starring in something like 


| three movies a year. That meant back and forth from 


L.A. to Graceland, Graceland to L.A. Make a movie, 
take a break, make a movie, take a break. In the 
beginning Elvis was afraid of flying so he or a friend 
drove a customized Greyhound from California to 
Tennessee and back. Sometimes I think he was happy 
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to get out of Graceland because he got a little restless, 
but I know he was always happy to get out of 
Hollywood where he never felt he belonged. 


ELVIS: That’s how it works. You get a record and you get 
on television and they take you to Hollywood to make 
a picture. But I wasn’t ready for that town and they 
werentready for me . . . I did four pictures, so I got real 
good and used to the movie star bit. Man, Pm sitting 
in the back of a Cadillac with sunglasses on and my 
feet propped up saying, “Pm a movie star, Pm a 
som'bitch . . . hey! hey!” You know, eating hamburgers 
and drinking Pepsis and... 


it up, man. 


totally nuts . . . I was living 


But then I got drafted, shafted and everything else. So 


overnight it was all gone. It was like it never happened, 
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like a dream . . . but I was in a rut in Hollywood . . . right 
in the middle of Hollywood Boulevard there's a big rut. 


PRISCILLA: I moved into Elvis's life full-time during the 
Sixties when he got caught up in this artistic dilemma. 
I saw it first-hand. Ironically, he was a movie buff. He 
watched films all the time. Elvis was a serious student 
of cinema. He loved movies like The Great Escape and 
The Birdman of Alcatraz. He watched old classics like 
Wuthering Heights with Laurence Olivier, Ми 
Skeffington with Bette Davis and Les Miserables with 
Fredric March. He had wonderful taste in film and 
realized he could do whatever he wanted. He didn't 
like Love Me Tender and called it a rush job, but he 
liked King Creole, which was basically intended for 


James Dean. 
LISA MARIE: Му favorite is Jailhouse Rock. He was a rebel. 


PRISCILLA: His real aim was to make movies in which he 
didn’t sing. He saw singing as a distraction from his 
acting. If he sang, he felt that he didn’t have to act. In 
Elvis’s mind, the singing always reinforced his image as 
a singer only. When he got back from the army, there 
didn't seem to be any choice. The Colonel had these 
films lined up, one after another, each with a requisite 
number of songs. An even bigger problem was that 
Elvis didn't like the songs. They didn't speak to his 
soul or come from his heart. They were superficial 
songs designed to move the story-line ahead. “I feel 
like a fool out here,” he'd tell me. He felt no one in 
Hollywood took him seriously and, he returned the 
favor by ignoring Hollywood. 


We lived in several houses in Bel Air, but none afforded 
the comfort and warmth of Graceland. They were 
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merely luxurious hide-outs that didn't stay hidden for 
long. Inevitably female fans lined the gates. And some 
of Elvis's entourage invited some of them in. Many of 
those guys were married to women back in Memphis. 
So I became the keeper of secrets. That made me 
uncomfortable. I was living in a bachelor pad. I saw 
that, here in Hollywood, casual sex was the norm. This 
was the culture of promiscuity. I had to wonder what 
Elvis had done while Td been waiting for him back in 
Graceland. Did he have an affair with Ann-Margret? 
And what about Ursula Andress? 


Elvis did not want me on the set. Later, when I became 
an actress myself, I understood. It’s work that requires 
concentration. Distractions must be avoided. Besides, 
Elvis often didn’t read the script until he was in the car 
being driven to the studio. Or in his trailer just before 
being called to the set. He was a quick study, and his 
photographic memory served him well. Because the 
vast majority of these roles did not require introspection 
or even thought, he put in minimal effort, realizing 


that minimal effort was more than enough. 


Elvis had no interest in the Hollywood life. He had a 
passing acquaintance with hundreds of directors, 
producers and stars, but not a single friendship of any 
substance. He didn’t trust Hollywood. He didn’t 
especially like Hollywood. We avoided the big parties, 
the charity balls and fancy restaurants. Our at-home 
routine seldom varied. I’d be coiffed before he arrived 
for dinner at six. Dinner was usually the same — 
meatloaf, mashed potatoes, gravy and peas. After 
dinner he might watch TV — he liked Laugh-In and 
The Untouchables and The Wild, Wild West. He also 
liked watching Johnny Carson’s monologue. If he was 


feeling restless, he might get us all on our motorcycles 
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— pink feather, promotional gimmick conceived 


by the Colonel for Elvis's film, Tickle Ме, 1965 


for a midnight ride. The thunderous noise would rile 
the neighbors who would often complain, but, not to 
be stopped, we roared our way through Bel Air down 
Sunset out to the Pacific Coast Highway up to Malibu, 
where we'd ride the hills till dawn. 


Elvis was bored in Bel Air. The lack of creative chal- 
lenge in his movies and music made him edgy. This 
was a man with energy to burn. He looked around for 
amusement. He bought a chimp and called him Scatter. 
Scatter was a little scandalous. His penchant was to 
look up ladies’ dresses. The boys loved to watch him 
in action. They encouraged him. Once Scatter escaped 
and was finally caught down the street where he doing 
his peeping-Tom thing on one of the neighbors. Elvis 
shipped him off to Graceland and built him private 
quarters out back with air conditioning and heat. 
Scatter had it made. 


PATSY: In March of 1967 Elvis had me and my husband 
GeeGee come out and live with him in Los Angeles. 
I could see it was a different situation, much less 
permanent than Graceland. He tried to fill up those 
Bel Air houses with family and friends, but you could 
see he was under stress. He’d always say, “Patsy, I can’t 
wait to get outta here. I gotta get home.” 


Some stars want to meet other stars. Some 
stars have to hang out with other stars. Not Elvis. 1 
can’t remember him once telling the Colonel to arrange 
a meeting with anyone famous. He saw Hollywood as 
the home of phonies. He certainly felt out of place, 
which is why the minute the movie wrapped he was gone. 


One memorable evening, the Colonel arranged for 
Elvis to meet four famous people. But I believe it was 
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the Beatles who were eager to meet Elvis, not the 
other way around. In fact, when John, Paul, Ringo 
and George walked in, Elvis was relaxing on the couch, 
looking at TV without the sound. He barely both- 
ered to get up. Naturally he was curious about the 
Beatles. He respected them. Mostly he respected the 
way they had achieved their artistic freedom. He saw 
how they did whatever they liked to do. He appreciated 
their songs and especially their film A Hard Days Night 
where their creativity and sense of fun came through 
so powerfully. Help! was out or just about to be 
released. He also admired Bob Dylan and appreciated 
Dylan’s serious songwriting. But Elvis, like all iconic 
entertainers, was conscious of competitors. He 
understood that generational idols come and go, and 
that, for this new generation, the Beatles were the 
new idols. He viewed this whole world of music coming 
from England — the Beatles and Stones and the 
Dave Clark Five — with tremendous interest and I 
suppose some trepidation. He acknowledged their talent 


and energy 一 һе told me so on many occasions — | 


but he worried about losing popularity. And in 1965, 
no one was more popular than the Beatles. 


The night they arrived at our house on Perugia Way 
in Bel Air there were nearly as many security men 
outside as fans. This was definitely treated as a summit. 
The fact that Elvis greeted them with studied 


casualness didn't mean he didn’t care. He did. He was ` 


simply affirming his role as Original King. The Beatles 
respected that role enormously. When they were 
escorted into our living room and finally greeted 


Elvis, all they could do was stare, especially John and | 
Paul. Intimidation was written all over their faces. | 


They couldn’t have been more humble. At first it was 


awkward. They looked to Elvis for an agenda. Clearly ` 


Elvis’s autograph, along with other artists, on MGM program 


Priscilla and Patsy 


Elvis was running the show. But Elvis was simply con- 
tent to recline on the couch and watch soundless TV. 


Was this going to be the extent of the evening’s activities? 


Thirty minutes or so into their visit, Elvis got up, put 
a song on the stereo, picked up his bass and began 
playing along with the music. It might have been 
something by Charlie Rich, Pm not sure, but it broke 
the ice. Out came the guitars and a jam session was 
under way. Paul was surprised Elvis played bass. The 
truth is that Elvis had been teaching himself bass for a 
while and, given his natural talent, was accomplished 
within no time. For the rest of the evening there was 
more music than talk. I don’t think Elvis asked the 
Beatles a single question and I know the Beatles were 
too overwhelmed to ask a question of Elvis. But they 
got along and made sweet music together. I regret 
that no one had a camera or tape recorder to record 
the historic moment. When it seemed Elvis was 


ready to retire, the evening came to an end, but not 


until we all enjoyed several hours of music and idle 


chatter. John and Paul invited Elvis to their place — 
they had leased a house in nearby Benedict Canyon 
— the next night. Clearly they wanted to maintain 
and extend this relationship. Elvis smiled and said, 
“We'll see.” But I knew he had no intention of returning 
the visit. Elvis rarely went out in Hollywood, not even 
for show business royalty. Several of Elvis's boys, 
though, took up the offer. When they returned they 
said that John wanted Elvis to know that without him 
there would be no Beatles. He was their first and best 
inspiration. Elvis liked hearing that, but even such a 


compliment wasn't enough to invite them back. 


PATSY The Colonel had a place in Palm Springs. That's 


how Elvis first learned about the desert. A southern 
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boy, Elvis liked warm climates. Over the years, he'd 
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PRISCILLA: The Colonel was something. No one had а 


greater influence on Elvis's career, yet their arrange- 


р 
Elviss boy 
five 


ment supposedly said that the Colonel would deal 
with business and Elvis would deal with his art. Elvis 
really didn’t want him at the studio — either the 


um 


movie studio or the music studio. But of course it was 
the Colonel who had negotiated the deals for the films 
and records, which meant Elvis's artistic options were 
limited. I remember when Elvis had to sing *Old 
MacDonald" in the film Double Trouble he stormed 
out of the session. He was incensed for days. "You 
mean its come to this?" he bitterly complained. 
“Those damn fools got me singing ‘Old MacDonald’ 
on the back of a truck with a bunch of animals. Man, 


it's a joke and the joke's on me." 


When Elvis got hot under the collar, when it seemed 
like Hollywood was coming down on his head, the 
Colonel whisked us off to Palm Springs. I say “us,” 
although I don't think I was ever a particular favorite 
of the Colonels. No steady girlfriend of Elviss would be. 
When I first arrived in Memphis, and then in Los Angeles, 
the Colonel simply tolerated me. Understandably, he 
was suspicious of anyone who was extremely close to 
Elvis. When he saw that he had no choice, that Elvis 
had made me a permanent part of his entourage, he 
became friendlier and even charming. Like her husband, 
Mrs. Parker could be charming — that is, if you met 
her criteria. When Elvis and I first showed up at the 
Parker home in Palm Springs, I was wearing a mini-skirt 
and thongs. Poor Mrs. Parker was appalled. She 
absolutely ignored me. When it was time to visit 
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them again, I decided to wear the same outfit. Pm not 
sure whether it was Elvis's rebelliousness rubbing off 
on my own native rebelliousness, but either way 

walked in with the same mini-skirt and thongs. 


Seeing she wasn't about to change me, Mrs. Parker | 


was more civil. Ultimately we came to like one 


another and even shared evenings playing Yahtzee. 
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All Shook Up 


Words and Music by 
OTIS BLACKWELL 
and ELVIS PRESLEY 


Medium Shuffle Rhythm 


A-well-a, bless my soul, Whats wrong with ше? 


a bug Im in love Im 


My friends say I’m act-in' queer as 


すま 
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Shirt and vest from Charro! 
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LISA MARIE: My fathers library of spiritual books is amazing. 
Tve gone through those books. They're covered with 
his notes. He wrote on the top of the page, on the 
bottom of the page, in the margins — everywhere. 
You can hear him thinking when you read those 


notes. He was open to new ideas. 


PATSY: Elvis was raised Christian. His early days in the 
church with his mom and dad were always part of his 
faith. That was the basis of his faith. Ours was a family 
of believers. Being an intelligent and curious 
individual, Elvis explored other beliefs. He had a 
thirst to know. And he had a gift for understanding 
different ways of looking at God. But I don’t think for 
a minute that Elvis ever doubted God. God was part 
of his being. He knew God was responsible for his 
talent. I think Elvis was looking for ways to pay back 
the world — and the God who made the world — for all 
that had been given him. He was filled with gratitude 


and, even at times when he may have been confused, he 


always knew he was a blessed man living a blessed life. 


You probably remember seeing pictures of 


Elvis wearing a cross as well as a Star of David. 


PATSY: He told me that Star of David was for extra 


protection. 


Once someone asked Elvis, “Why both? Why a 


cross and a Jewish star?” He answered, “Io make you think.” 


ANN: Elvis always struck me as a man who understood 
devotion. I know his life took many twists and turns, 
but when I meet someone with his sense of consider- 
ation to others and his beautiful treatment of family 
and friends, I have to believe that his sweetness is 


coming from a spiritual source. 


Elvis was vulnerable and also needy. Given his 
wild lifestyle, he needed spiritual guidance. That the 
guidance came from his hairdresser — a man named 
Larry Geller, who popped on the scene in 1964 — is 
strange but true. It was as though Larry came from 
outer space. As he cut Elvis’s hair while we were staying 
in Bel Air, Larry began discussing various books and 
philosophies of life. That coincided with Elviss own 
discontent over his career. Elvis was looking for 
meaning and Larry seemed to have some answers. Or 


at least he understood Elvis’s questions. 


This was Los Angeles, ready to give birth to the Age 
of Aquarius. The culture was filled with alternative 
ideas. Larry and his wife symbolized the new culture. 
They were nice people and different — radically 
different — from anyone in our group. Larry had an 
aura about him. He looked a little like Jesus and spoke 
with quiet confidence. Elvis felt as though Larry knew. 


Elvis had been searching long before Larry arrived. 
In many ways Elvis had been searching his entire life. 
He had the kind of mind and soul that required constant 
stimulation and nourishment. Most entertainers with 
his talent merely accept the talent. Elvis wanted to 
know why it was given to him; why he was the object 
of such adulation; why blessings fell upon him; 
and — perhaps most crucially 一 why he still couldn't 
define his ultimate purpose. He was convinced his 
purpose went well beyond music and movies. 


MICHELLE: “I was five years old when I met Elvis and 
thirteen when he and Priscilla married. Naturally 1 
was nervous. Like most kids I was insecure...” especially 
around a big star. [ remember we watched a movie 
together — Priscilla, Elvis and I — and the story got 
me upset. It was Chastity, where Cher plays a runaway. 
Elvis was concerned that the film had affected me so 
powerfully. He was incredibly sensitive to my reac- 
tion. Later he read passages from the Bible. That 
took me by surprise, but I also found it comforting. 
He read with beautiful feeling and told Bible stories 
with great flair and sincerity. 


PATSY: Elvis loved to talk about the Bible and discuss it. 


PRISCILLA: He’d stand before the roaring fireplace and 
preach. He'd get up on the table and preach. He'd 
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gather us all around — at Graceland or in Bel Air, in 
Hawaii or even Las Vegas — and he was Moses with 
a cane coming down the mountain or John the Baptist 
greeting the Savior. He was absolutely mesmerizing 
when he read scripture and acted out the stories. Of 
course he'd give them his own twist, but that made it 
even better. It was the gospel according to Elvis, and 
you couldn't help but hang on every word. 


PATSY: One thing about Elvis, he knew his Bible. He 


also knew he had the gift of making the Bible come | 


alive. That's why he couldn't resist putting on those 
performances for those of us lucky enough to be living 


with him. It was always a treat. 


PRISCILLA: Elvis worried that he had become a money- 
making machine. He worried that all his commercial 
work had injured his spirit. So when Larry started 
talking about ways to transcend the material world, 
Elvis was enraptured. He was eager to learn about 


the metaphysical. At first, Elvis and Larry would be | 


alone in a room for hours on end. Elvis would emerge 
with an armful of books. Soon he had us reading 


those books — The Prophet by Kahlil Gibran, Siddhartha | 
by Hermann Hesse, The Impersonal Life by Joseph Benner, | 
Autobiography of a Yogi by Paramahansa Yogananda, and | 


The Initiation of the World by Vera Stanley Alder. 


At the time, we were puzzled by this turn of events. 
We were hardly prepared and didn't know what to 
think. I know his boys felt threatened by their boss 
preoccupation with esoteric spiritual texts. This wasn't 
exactly their cup of tea. It was also new for me. For 
my part, I could go along with Elviss interests. Most 
of them, like karate, were action-oriented. But this 
pursuit was intellectual as well as spiritual. I'm not 
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In Elvis’s dressing room on the set of Harum Scarum 


sure we understood just how deeply Elvis required 
new ways of understanding the world. And of course 
the Colonel was horrified, especially when Elvis 
mentioned the idea of going into a monastery to gain 
emotional balance. The Colonel thought it was all 
bullshit and, most importantly, he worried that it 
would keep Elvis from churning out money-making 
movies. The Colonel did all he could to undermine 
this new quest and, from time to time, received 
reports from the entourage about his client's new- 


found passion for sacred learning. 


Looking back, I now see that the criticism of Elvis’s 
spiritual interest was based on fear. We were scared 
we would lose him. Or we were scared he would lose 
himself. We failed to see that this religious search 
had been with Elvis since the beginning, way back in 
Tupelo, Mississippi, when he found comfort in his 
folks’ Assembly of God church. That comfort, of 


course, took on musical form. 


PRISCILLA: I have this picture in my mind: It’s a clear 
sunny afternoon in Los Angeles. Elvis and I are on 
our motorcycles, roaring through Bel Air, down 
Sunset Boulevard, over the freeway, past Brentwood 
into Pacific Palisades. We stop at an idyllic retreat 
called the Self-Realization Fellowship Lake Shrine. 
In the distance the ocean is glistening. Elvis takes my 
hand and gently leads me through the grounds. A sense 
of peace prevails. Tranquility is everywhere, in the 
flowers, the garden path, the simple shrines. Elvis 
tells me that when the leader of Self-Realization, 
Paramahansa Yogananda, was laid to rest his body 


didn’t deteriorate for three weeks, an indication of 


his remarkably evolved state. “He was unique,” says 


Elvis, “a holy man from India.” For a long time we sit 


in the meditation garden and focus our attention on 
our breath. I’ve never seen Elvis this calm. “It’s what 


we all need,” he says. “A break from the craziness.” 


Because we’ve both read Autobiography of a Yogi, we 
have some familiarity with the teachings. When a 
monk comes along named Brother Adolph, Elvis 
respectfully asks him several probing questions. A kind 
soul, Brother Adolph responds with great patience. 
Elvis is deep into the conversation when he hears the 
name Sri Daya Mata, the woman who assumed 
leadership after the passing of Yogananda. Elvis 
wants to know whether it’s possible to meet her. 


Brother Adolph says he'll see. 


Some time later we were summoned to another 
retreat, the one that quartered Sri Daya Mata. The 
location was exquisite — up Mt. Washington, not far 
from Hollywood, where a spa and estate had been 
converted to house the governing body of the Self- 
Realization Fellowship. Sri Daya Mata, who had 
spent much time in India, greeted us warmly. Of course 
she knew who Elvis was, but she wasn't in the least 
intimidated or star-stuck. She was soft-spoken and 
natural, a person obviously at peace with herself. 
Elvis took to her immediately. Later he told me that 
her demeanor and even her physical appearance 
reminded him of his mother Gladys. We also learned 
that many of her followers called her “Ma.” Thus 
began an ongoing dialogue between Elvis and Sri 


Daya Mata that profoundly influenced his life. 


Elvis was searching for inner peace. He needed someone 
to talk to, someone who would understand and not 
judge the conflicted feelings battling in his mind. 


Daya Mata was such a person. For all the richness of 
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Elvis's early religious experience, 1 believe its emphasis 
on fire and brimstone was an impediment. 
Condemnation was not Elvis's style. He was looking 
for understanding. Daya Mata was the least judgmental 
person in the world. She stressed that self-judgment 
did nothing to further our communion with the 
Great Spirit. Her astute and intuitive way of talking 


touched Elvis's heart. 


At the beginning of this spiritual enterprise, Elvis was 
wildly enthusiastic. Beyond talking of joining a 
monastery, he wanted to form a commune. He wanted 
to devote his life to helping others fulfill themselves 
through devotional discipline. In fact, he wanted to 
be a leader of the Self-Realization Fellowship. In this 


regard, Daya Mata was especially wise. 


“This higher level of spirituality,” he’d tell her, “is what 
Tve been seeking my whole life. Now that I know 
where it is and how to achieve it, [ want to teach it. 1 


want to teach it to all my fans — to the whole world.” 


“You must go slow with this process,” she advised 


him. “This evolution isn't instantaneous.” 


But Elvis, always in a hurry, said, “I want to get there 
y гу, 8 


now. I want a crash course. There have to be short cuts.” 
“There are no short cuts, Elvis. This takes discipline 
and commitment. To teach others would require 
your full-time dedication. You have to live this life.” 


“I want to,” Elvis said. “I will." 


“You say that now, and I know you mean it. 


But tomorrow you will wake up and remember that 
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Hawaii, 1961 


you're an entertainer. That's wonderful work. Important 
work. And in your case, it's doubly important 
because of the bond between you and your fans. But 
the work of the entertainer is different than the work 
of the spiritual teacher. It’s neither worse nor better. 
Simply different. The inner peace you seek can be 


yours no matter what your work.” 


Elvis listened. He had enormous respect for this 
woman. Part of him understood what she was saying. 
But part of him — the impatient part — wanted 
another answer. He did want instant evolution. 
Accustomed to having everything he wanted when he 
wanted it, it was emotionally difficult for him to see 
why this would be any different. At the same time, he 
was able to be completely honest with Daya Mata. 
She was perhaps the only one who understood the 
enormity of Elvis’s fears. She understood because he 
told her. The pressure of staying in the limelight, 
retaining his popularity and pleasing his fans — not to 
mention placating the manager who helped establish 


his fame — was gut wrenching. 
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PAUL: Elvis honored the commitment he made to те 
when Priscilla left Germany for Memphis. [ respected 
him for that. And still do. 


PATSY: We knew from the beginning that Elvis had 
found his soul mate in Priscilla. Elvis knew it too. 
It took him awhile to take the plunge, but that was 
Elvis's way. I couldn't have been happier. Just as Elvis 


was my brother, Priscilla became my sister. 


Elvis was a non-conformist. In many ways, 
though, he was also an old-fashioned gentleman who 
loved tradition. It happened over the holiday season. 
Christmas always put Elvis in a good mood, but this 
year he seemed especially happy. 1 could hear it in his 
voice when he knocked on my dressing room door 
and said we needed to talk. Before I let him in, I 
jokingly demanded that he state our secret password. 
“Fire Eyes,” he said. Fire Eyes was the name [ gave 
him when he lost his temper and his eyes lit up like 
flames. Other times his eyes were soft and gentle. His 
eyes, the windows to his soul, reflected his changing 
passions. When he opened the door and walked toward 
me, I could see his eyes were fiery, but it was a fire of joy. 
He dropped to his knees and handed me a small box. 


Inside was a magnificent diamond engagement ring. 


My heart’s desire had been realized. What could I say 
but yes? We’d lived together for five years. In those 
years I had learned to love him on an even deeper 
level. I knew his problems. I saw them first-hand. I 
worried about the pills he took, I worried about his 
mood swings, I realized his soul was uneasy, that he was 
searching for spiritual answers that had eluded him. 
But none of that stopped the love. The love grew. 


I very much wanted to be his wife. 


Elvis insisted we keep our engagement and wedding 
plans private, and I understood why. We wanted to 
avoid a circus. I told my parents but asked them to 
mention it to no one, not even my siblings. We were 
afraid they might mention it to their schoolmates. In 
the end, our privacy was protected. My parents have 


always been wonderful that way. 


For all his happiness about our upcoming marriage, 
Elvis was struggling with the career blues. Making 
movies made him increasingly miserable. Following 
his heart, he did record a beautiful gospel album in 
Nashville, How Great Thou Art, which won a 
Grammy. He liked his new producer Felton Jarvis. 
But he still hadn’t found a way out of the trap of 
cranking out three films a year. He was looking for 
diversions, and the one that hit him hardest was horses. 
The culmination of his love of horses came with the 
ranch he bought in the rolling hills of Mississippi. 
One day we were driving through a lovely part of that 
state when suddenly there it was. Picture postcard 
perfect: a lake, a barn, a beautiful house, even cattle, 
160 acres of paradise. It came at a time when his 
finances were not great. Elvis’s popularity had steeply 
declined. Even more, Elvis loved spending — on others 
as much as himself — and at this point more money 
was going out than coming in. Vernon complained 
that Elvis couldn’t afford it, and Vernon was right. 
Later we'd learn just how right Vernon was. But for 
now Elvis and I were convinced the ranch was the key 
to our happiness. Elvis bought it on borrowed money 
and christened it the Circle G. G for Graceland. 


Our ranch house was small, really only big enough 
for the two of us. Of course I loved that idea. Га have 
Elvis to myself. But Elvis being Elvis wanted to bring 


down the boys and their families. So everyone got 
their own trailer plus their own truck. Things soon 


got out of hand. 


РАТЗУ: Elvis spent a fortune on the Circle С. He couldn't 
buy enough stuff for the ranch. He practically bought 
out Sears. Elvis loved shopping at Sears. Didn't take 
long before we realized he was moving the whole 
operation — lock, stock and barrel — from Memphis 
to Mississippi. God only knows what it cost. He even 
got Grandma Minnie her own trailer. She swore 
she'd never leave Graceland, but, like the rest of us, 
there she was in a mobile home on the Circle G, right 


next to Elvis. 


Elvis loved drama. He loved stirring things up 
and upping the ante. Things never stayed calm for long. 
At first I thought the Circle G might be an oasis of 
tranquility, but Elvis went on a mad tear and, just like 
that, the relocation and construction project took on 
mammoth proportions. There were some wonderful 
weekends, some lovely picnics in the hills, but eventually 
chaos overwhelmed calmness. When fans discovered 
the location, our privacy was destroyed. Vernon was 
yelling that Elvis's finances were destroyed. Right on 
schedule, the Colonel came through. He showed 
Elvis a script called Clambake. Elvis held his nose but 
said he'd do it. He had to. He needed money. 


So we were back in Hollywood where Elvis was doing 
exactly what he didn't want to do — making another 
mindless movie. Elvis got depressed and began gaining 
weight. Then one morning, much to my horror, he 
tripped over a cord in the bathroom and suffered a 
serious fall. The diagnosis scared us: brain concussion. 


Thank God he would recover quickly, but the incident 


126 


had huge aftershocks. Elvis was feeling especially 
vulnerable, and the Colonel knew what to do. The 
Colonel took over. Enough with these career doubts! 
Enough with this spiritual searching! Enough with 
these books on mind control and meditation! 
Enough with Larry Geller! According to the Colonel, 
the weirdness had to stop. He wanted the old Elvis 
back. Part of me felt the same way. Elvis's boys certainly 
felt that way. Finally the Colonel laid down the law, 
and Elvis went along. Larry's role was relegated back 
to hairdresser and hairdresser only. Elvis was now 
convinced that all those books had only confused him. 
The books had to go. Together, Elvis and I burned 
them in a bonfire. They represented the past. Our 
engagement represented the future. Our hope for 
happiness was in our plans to marry. And even those 


plans were handled by the Colonel. 


wedding at the last minute. Then suddenly it was 
cloak-and-dagger time. 


ANN: Actually I loved the secrecy surrounding the 
wedding. I'd never been through anything like that. 
It added to the drama. 


PAUL: Rumors were swirling that they were to marry 
in Palm Springs. That's why we slipped out in the 
wee small hours and headed to the Aladdin Hotel, 
where the ceremony took place in a private suite. 
The chief justice of the Nevada Supreme Court 
presided. Meanwhile, the press was completely 
fooled. As an Air Force colonel, Td been on secret 
missions. But this was something entirely new to те. 
Elvis's Colonel pulled it off with great skill. When it 
came to the press he knew what he was doing. 


Check and receipt for 
Elvis and Priscilla's 
wedding rings 
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MICHELLE May 1, 1967. It was early morning and we 
were at the hotel. Everyone was exhilarated from 
being up all night. The excitement was almost too 
much to bear. Then just before the ceremony I was 
told Elvis wanted to see me in his suite. What could 


he want? 


Nervously I walked in. He was sitting there in his tux 
and bow tie and white carnation. “Youre the maid of 
honor, Michelle," he said, *and I want you to have this." 
He handed me a small box. Inside was an exquisite 
blue-and-green ring sprinkled with small diamonds. 
It was a sweet and thoughtful gesture on his part and 
something I've never forgotten. 


I've never forgotten something else he told me some 
time later. “It’s important that you save yourself for your 
husband, Michelle. It's important to stay a virgin." 


PRISCILLA: Our long delayed sexual consummation 
did not happen until we returned to Palm Springs. 
We flew back on Frank Sinatra s jet, the Christina. 
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Once home, he carried me over the threshold as he 
sang “The Hawaiian Wedding Song.” He could not have 
been more romantic, more loving and more passionate. 


Our endless wait was finally and mercifully over. 


What seemed like a new life had begun. We spent 
our honeymoon at the Circle G. I look back at those 
weeks as a remarkable lull in the midst of a storm. 
Elvis was between pictures. Tve never seen him so 
free — free of his entourage, the press, the Colonel, 
the incessant demands of his career. It was just the 
two of us in our ranch house. I loved cooking his eggs 
and frying his bacon. I even loved doing laundry. We 
shared a new intimacy. After breakfast we'd saddle up 
and ride our horses through the hills. Sometimes 
he’d ride alone. I remember one day I happened to 
look out the window. It was twilight. The sky was 
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aglow in misty blue and radiant pink. There was 
Elvis, walking Rising Sun, his Golden Palomino. I 
saw them as silhouettes against the darkening sky. 
Elvis was walking slowly. I could practically hear him 
breathe. His breath was easy, his body relaxed. At that 
moment I was convinced my husband had finally 


found peace. 


Sadly, the peace was not long lived. Forces he could 
not avoid — or chose not to avoid — were calling 
him back. His world would not remain calm. Neither 
would our marriage, despite the birth of our beauti- 
ful daughter. Neither of us could know about the 
tremendous obstacles ahead. But the future would 
include more than obstacles. It would include music, 
absolutely thrilling music, some of the most memo- 


rable music Elvis ever created. 
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Elvis's gold-plated microphone 


I don’t roll my pelvic gyrations. My pelvis has 
nothing to do with what I do. I just kind of rhythm to the 


music. I jump around because I enjoy what I do... 


Tve got too much energy and I want to do something 
with it. Listening to music helps, but singing rhythm 


and blues really knocks it... 


Some people say I’m offering a new kind of rhythm. I 
really don’t know about that because my kind of 


rhythm is as old as music itself . . . 


My music? Combination of country and gospel and 


rhythm and blues . . . 


РАТЗУ: I was at Sun Studio for one of those original 
sessions in the Fifties. Elvis invited my mom and dad 
and his folks as well. All I can say is that it was fun 


and exciting. 


LISA MARIE: When my father started out, there were 
prejudices against rock and roll. He was a target of 
vicious attacks. “There had to be pressure on him, a 
white guy sounding black. He was just doing what he 
felt. I know he was a hundred percent sincere. People 
can smell a phony. He was the opposite. He was a true 
artist and I believe that all true artists are natural rebels. 
As he got older and explored different styles, he 
matured. His fans stayed with him because they felt 
the same thing they felt when he started out — that 


he was genuine. 


PRISCILLA: The energy you see when Elvis performed 
was the same energy he had off stage. He couldn’t sit 
still. If he had a conversation with you, his foot would 
be wiggling. His body language was like his musical 
language, rhythmic, pulsating, always moving. This 
style wasn’t anything he dreamt up to draw attention to 


himself. It was merely Elvis, a man in perpetual motion. 


If you go back to the roots and look at the genre that 
first inspired him — gospel music — you'll see the 
same kind of movement. When he started out people 
said he was sexy. And he was. But underneath the sexual 
component was a spiritual component. He was excited 
about the gift God gave him. Like people dancing in 
the aisles of a holy roller church, Elvis responded to 


a spirit that came from on high. 


PATSY: When it came to music, Elvis had no prejudices. 
He loved it all and listened to it all. From opera to 


hillbilly, he appreciated any music with heart and soul. 
PRISCILLA: His taste was broad, and so was his knowledge. 
I remember, for example, Elvis going crazy over an 


album by the French actor Charles Boyer. Rather than 
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sing, Boyer talked the songs. The tone and timbre of 
Boyers voice captivated Elvis. He listened to that 
record over and over. He must have bought a dozen 
copies to give to friends. When we visited my parents 
who were then living in Monterey, California, he had 
them sit down and listen to the entire album with him. 
The stories, especially one about a woman in a coma, 
fired Elvis’s imagination. He became obsessed with 


Charles Boyers voice. 


Of course he loved many voices — Billy Eckstine, 
Dean Martin, Hank Williams, Roy Hamilton, 
Roy Orbison, Robert Merrill, Arthur Prysock, 
Brook Benton, just to name a few. Music was never a 
mere interest but always an obsession. Many times 
when he was in Hollywood and I was in Graceland, 
he'd call to play me songs over the telephone. When 
he couldn't say what he felt, the songs said it for him. 
And just as he was troubled by the movies he made, 
he also felt that many of the songs confected for 


those films were throwaways. 


As the Sixties wound down, though, everything changed. 
Elvis was near the end of his movie commitments. By 
then, his box office had sharply declined. Elvis cared 
but he didn't care. He was more than ready — he was 
eager — to tell Hollywood goodbye. At the same time, 
it had been many years since he'd given a concert or 


played in front of an audience. 


PATSY: It was the summer of 1968 when he started taping 
the TV show that became one of the highlights of his 
career. They called ita comeback — and I suppose it was 
— but I saw it as a renewal. He went out there and 
did the same thing he had done back in the Fifties — 


shocked the world with his talent. 


PRISCILLA: The director of the show, Steve Binder, was 
young and open to fresh ideas. Elvis was relieved that 
he didn't have to work with some stodgy old-school 
show business type. Steve wanted to bring back the real 
Elvis. He encouraged Elvis to work with his long- 
time musical soul mates — guys like Scotty Moore 
and D.J. Fontana — and to recharge the material that 
had made him famous. Elvis loved the concept. For 
months beforehand he worked to get back in shape. He 
trimmed down and, seeing this opportunity to recon- 
nect with his fans, he gave it his all. The set was a sim- 
ple boxing ring — a brilliant idea — with Elvis 
singing like he hadn’t sung in years. The champ was 
fighting to regain his title. He wore a tight black 
leather suit that showed off his physique. “1 feel a little 
silly in this thing,” he said to me. “You look terrific,” 1 
said. “You've never looked better.” 


The show aired in December. As we watched it, and as 
I watched Elvis watching himself, I sensed his 
nervousness. He was strangely quiet. By the time it was 
over, though, the phone was ringing off the wall. Clearly 
it was one of the great moments of his professional 
life. The barrier of mediocrity built up by so many 
forgettable movies had been smashed. He had recon- 
nected with his essential genius. He had reconnected 
with his fans. The power of his performance, the beauty 
of his voice, the excitement of his body language, the 
passion of his musical storytelling all came rushing back. 
It wasn’t just the old songs — “Heartbreak Hotel” or 
“Hound Dog” or “All Shook Up” — that got everyone 
so excited, it was new material as well. A new song, “If 


I Can Dream,” became his first smash hit in years. 


PATSY: The TV special reminded everyone why we 
loved Elvis in the first place. It also reminded him 


138 


that, first and foremost, he was a performer, 


Performing was his gift. 


PRISCILLA: The ТУ special changed the course of his 
career. It gave him a new career that, in some sense, 
was an even bigger version of his original career — a 
man who went from town to town singing songs. It also 
gave Elvis a shot of self-esteem he sorely needed, 
He’d been down on himself for so long that even he 
didn’t understand how much a massive dose of success 
would mean. It’s also important that the success came 
in doing what he loved best. At age thirty-four, he’d 


been given fresh creative life. 


PATSY: Not long after the show Elvis started recording 
in Memphis, something he hadn’t done in God knows 
how long. Working at a studio so close to home did 
even more to put him back in touch with his true 
heart. He loved cutting songs in Memphis. Talk about 


down-home! 


PRISCILLA: American Sound Studios was red-hot. Elvis 
could leave Graceland on his motorcycle and be there 
in five minutes. Elvis’s producer Felton Jarvis partnered 
with the studio owner, Chips Moman, another great 
producer with a long string of hits. This was the 
Golden Age of Soul, a time when Aretha Franklin 
was soaring up the charts. Much of this new soul 
music was recorded in Memphis — at American 
Sound — so it only made sense Elvis would work 
there. Naturally Elvis loved soul music — Elvis was 
soul music — and he loved the supercharged spontaneity 
of the young musicians hired by Felton and Chips. 
I've never seen Elvis happier in the studio. He'd returned 
to his roots, both geographic and musical. Memphis is 


where it began and Memphis was where it continued. 


Elvis’s 1956 Gibson J200 acoustic guitar 
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Elvis's guitar strap, 1970 


In its day, “In the Ghetto” was a pretty risky 
song for Elvis. It made a statement and certainly had 
a message. The Colonel was against it. He thought it 
was so risky and identified Elvis too closely with black 
America. He came close to talking Elvis out of releasing 
it. Fortunately, Elvis knew a good song when he heard 
one. Besides, he liked the message. Finally he followed 
the prompts of his heart and overruled the Colonel. 


Thank God. 


One thing I noticed when I watched Elvis record 一 
first in Nashville, and then in Memphis — was that, 
for all practical purposes, he was his own producer. 
I don’t mean that the official producers didn’t introduce 
him to material and musicians. They certainly did. 
But once in the studio, Elvis was very much in charge. 
He knew exactly what he wanted and how to get it. 
He would lead the singers, the rhythm section, even 
the horn players. He had extraordinary ears and his 
long experience had taught him all the subtleties of 
the studio. Once he left the studio, he assumed the 
final mix would be the one he approved. When that 


wasn’t the case, he’d turn into Fire Eyes. 


One night, for example, we had just left the 
Memphian movie theater and were driving back to 
Graceland. “Suspicious Minds” came on the radio. 
This is the first time Elvis had heard the released 
version. He went berserk because the mix was different 
than the one he had approved. “I know how this thing 
is supposed to sound,” he said, “and this ain't it!” I never 
knew the outcome, but I do know he gave more than 


a few people hell for ignoring his direction. 


Over the next years, his musical direction changed. 


That, of course, was influenced by Vegas. His hit ТУ 
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special made Vegas possible. In many profound ways, 
Vegas altered Elvis’s life and carried his popularity 


into new venues attracting new legions of fans. 


Looking back, the curve of his career is fascinating. 
In the Fifties, he zoomed to stardom. But as the Sixties 
rolled on, as the British Invasion hit and singer- 
songwriters like Bob Dylan changed the musical 
landscape, Elvis seemed to fade. A long string of lack- 
luster movies contributed to that fade. But at the end 
of the decade, he came roaring back, showing the 
public that his original soulful sound was more soulful 
than ever. From then on, he rode the crest of wild 


popularity. He redefined Vegas. He toured like crazy. 


And his personal problems, always challenging, 


somehow got buried under an avalanche of adulation. 


Gold record, 1969 
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Amplifier from Elvis’s concerts, circa late 1970’s 
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PRISCILLA: I had an active healthy pregnancy. I was determined 
to keep up with Elvis — snowball fights, hayrides, you 
name it. It was an exhilarating time but also a strange 
time for Elvis. Looking back, I wondered whether he 
was afraid of his public image as a husband and father. 
I say that because when I was in my seventh month he 
asked for a trial separation. I was shocked. Far as I knew, 
we were not experiencing problems of that severity. 
Pregnancy makes any woman ultra-sensitive and 
emotional, and I was no exception, but this was totally 
unexpected. He gave no explanation. He said he just 
needed time alone. I said fine and stormed out of the 
room. But he never left, nor asked me to leave, and 
never mentioned it again. I was relieved, but things 


were never quite the same after that. 


‘Two months later, on February 1, 1968, my water 
broke. We were at Graceland and Elvis was still 
asleep. Elvis was not a morning person, to say the 
least. He finally awoke and realized the time had 
come. I found time to do my hair and makeup while 
he roused the troops. From then on the adventure 


turns into an episode of “I Love Lucy.” 
“Wheres that box of cigars I bought?” Elvis asks. 


No one knows. No one can find them. Elvis won’t 


leave without the cigars. 

“Who cares about the cigars?” I ask. 

“I do,” he says. “I need to pass out cigars at the hospital.” 
Elvis is moving around the house in slow motion while 
I'm crossing my legs. He finally finds his cigars, but now 


hes lulling around the kitchen, getting a bite to eat. 
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Elvis is acting like we've all the time in the world. 
When we finally drive past the Graceland gates, 
paparazzi are following us. Elvis is amused. But at least 
we're speeding ahead. At some point I ask whether 


we're headed in the direction of the Baptist hospital. 


“We're headed towards the Methodist hospital,” says 


Elvis. “Isn't that where you're having the baby?” 


“Pm having the baby in this car if we don’t get to the 


Baptist hospital.” 


We get to the Baptist hospital, where Lisa Marie is 
born that afternoon. Elvis is thrilled. She's a perfect 
little creature, even down to a full head of dark black 


hair, the color her daddy loves best. 


PATSY: I’ve never seen Elvis that ecstatic. I mean, he was 
in heaven. He became an extremely conscientious 


and protective dad. Maybe even over-protective. 


He adored that child. 


MICHELLE: When it came to Lisa Marie, it was unusual 
for Elvis to even raise his voice. Lisa Marie could try 
your patience, and one time he raised his voice to her. 
Lisa started crying and Elvis was horrified at what he 
had done. His scolding was far more traumatic for 


him than her. 


PRISCILLA: "Twice he spanked her оп her bottom. 
Once she colored a velvet couch with crayons and 
once she ignored his warnings and got too close to 
the edge of the pool. The spankings were restrained 
and also warranted. But poor Elvis was a mess after- 
wards. You would have thought he had committed 


murder. Tve never seen him look so guilty. 


Cigars from Elvis’s 
personal collection 
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LISA MARIE: I don't think anyone really had any control 
over me. They all tried but no one succeeded. My 
father slept in the mornings which meant 1 could do 
whatever I wanted. I remember Pauline the cook 
once made a chocolate cake with orders not to give 
me any till after dinner. So I said, “Pauline, you're 
fired.” My father, who was always respectful of the 
staff, hated this behavior. 


I was a holy terror. Td see the guys in my father's 
entourage with women on their laps who were not 
their wives. Td threaten to fire them or tell their 


wives if they didn’t do whatever I said. 


Usually I avoided the front gates of Graceland 
because there were always thirty or forty fans. But 
one time I happened to be riding by on my golf cart 
when a woman yelled out my name. “Lisa Marie, I 
have money for you!” I stopped long enough for her 
to make an offer. “ГЇЇ give you twenty dollars,” she 
said, “if you take my camera and go take your dad’s 
picture.” I grabbed her camera and went back to the 
house, ran upstairs and opened the door to his bed- 
room. My father was sleeping. I began to snap the 
picture when something told me this was the wrong 
thing to do. I couldn’t invade my father’s privacy. So 
I went back out and threw the camera in the bushes. 


Next day one of the security guards said there was an 


angry woman at the gates wanting her camera back. 


“Tough,” I said. 


Another time my father put me on the back of his 
motorcycle and raced down the driveway, past the 
gates, into Elvis Presley Boulevard, screaming, “The 
brakes are out! The brakes are out! We’re all going to 


die!” Sometimes he’d lead a convoy of golf carts 


around the grounds. He’d gather up his boys and 
turn the driveway into the Indianapolis 500. When I 
got old enough, Td lead the convoy. That happened 


when I was seven. 


Td run down to the basement room, the place for 
mayhem, and go wild, throwing around pool balls 


and pool cues. 


My father was a practical joker. Once he threw a stink 
bomb into that same basement after locking one of his 
boys down there. He liked explosions. He liked 
shooting his gun at a target that hung on the door of a 
shed housing his supply of fireworks. A misfire would 
set off the fireworks. Another gunshot once had me 
running from the jungle room where I was watching 
“Sesame Street.” There was my father sunbathing on a 
lawn chair, his gun smoking. “Don’t worry, baby,” he’d say, 
“a snake crawled out the tree but now it’s not going to 
bother anyone.” One night I heard something rattling 
among my stuffed toys. I called him. He came in with a 
nightstick, told me to clear out and beat the hell out 
of whatever was back there. 


Another time I was on one of his concert tours. My father 
and his entourage had the entire top floor of the hotel. 
Suddenly the lights went out. We heard that someone 
had pulled the power and was coming up the back steps. 
Immediately my father grabs me and carries me in his 
arms. He races into a small room where he sits down — 
with me on his lap — and closes the door. Then he takes 
two semi-automatic shotguns, puts one in each hand, 


and aims them at the door. Fortunately no one came in. 


I forget where we were going, but we were on the 


Lisa Marie, his private jet, when the pilot comes on and 
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says, “Fasten your seatbelts because Elvis will be 
landing the plane himself.” Everyone's sticking their 
heads between their knees. The plane starts shaking. 
And then here comes my father, casually trotting 


down the aisle, big grin on his face. 


His temper was scary. His anger would build slowly. 


You'd hear a rumbling in his throat, and then this 


explosion. The times he reprimanded me were dev- 
astating. But then in the middle of the night he’d 
come into my room and, with a puppet in his hand, 


sing me a song like “Can’t Help Falling in Love.” 


PRISCILLA: The rapport between Lisa Marie and her dad 
was very special. His love for her was tremendous. I 


know they connected on a very profound level. It was 


made deeper by the sad fact that, early in Lisa Marie’s 
life, our marriage began to dissolve. Elvis was 
determined not to let this dissolution keep him from 
relating to his daughter. I respected him for that 
determination. And, much to his credit, he did 
maintain an ongoing relationship with Lisa Marie. 
He never ever excluded her from his life. Like all 
children caught in the storm of parental separation, 
she had to be confused. I was in Los Angeles living 
one way, Elvis was in Memphis living another. Early 
on, Lisa Marie went back and forth between two 
very different worlds. But his concern and loving care 
for her was something we all recognized. For the 
rest of his life, Lisa Marie was an integral part of his 
story, a story with the dramatic surprises of an 


epic novel. 
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Autographed scarf from “Daddy to Yisa,” 1972 
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Lisa Marie's personal 45 
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PRISCILLA: At the start of the Seventies, my story and 


Elvis's story began moving in different directions. 


From the moment I met him at age fourteen, I was 


captivated by his extraordinary world. The excitement 


was overwhelming for everyone, including Elvis. The 
enormity of his career and talent was inevitably the 
agenda of every day. When Lisa Marie was born, 
though, my agenda shifted. Everything changed. 
I was a mother with the awesome responsibility of a 


new life. ] was also experiencing changes in my own 


assessment of myself. In some ways I felt freer 
than ever before. I began developing my own 
interests — in dance, for example — and a new sense 
of self-expression. Г was growing and changing. 
Unexpectedly, the birth of our daughter, which I 
reasoned would bring my husband and myself closer 
together, pushed us apart. Elvis avoided intimacy with 
me. I remembered him telling me some time in the 
past that he just couldn’t have sex with a woman 
who'd had a child. We fell into a psychological/ 
emotional quagmire that neither of us really under- 
stood. I felt shut out. I also knew that his whirlwind 


lifestyle was not conducive to raising a child. 


Eventually there would be misunderstandings and 
mistrust. Paradoxically, our deteriorating relationship 
would be repaired and even strengthened once we 
separated. In the meantime, though, 1 was still a 
fascinated observer of an incredibly complex man who 
never ceased to charm, amuse and amaze everyone he 


encountered. 


PATSY: “There were so many parts to my cousins 
personality. One of the strongest was his competitive 
streak. Elvis loved to spring into action-sports, 
games, karate, you name it. He loved to compete and, 
like all true competitors, he hated to lose. 


Elvis's goggles 


The unwritten rule ш the kingdom of Elvis was 
simple: Let Elvis win. Say we were playing cards and 
he was losing. Well, he'd kick me under the table with 


those pointy boots of his, reminding to let him win. 


He'd kick me so often I'd get bruises. 


HELLE We were playing Marco Polo in the pool when 
Elvis came after me. I was certain that he was going 


to drown me. After that ۱ became a good swimmer. 


At games like Yahtzee, if he wasn’t winning 


he’d cheat and accuse you of cheating. Like an 
impossible little kid. He did it so audaciously you 
somehow put up with it. You just didn’t want to hurt 
him. You loved him too much to do anything but 
make him happy. 


PATSY: Elvis loved football. Well, some of his boys were 
really good players. Elvis wasn’t bad, but their job was 
to make him look better than he was. They fixed the 


game so the boss would score the winning points. 


He had a sincere and passionate love for karate 


that began way back in the army. He trained long and 
hard and eventually became a seventh-degree black belt 


and an eighth-degree in the PaSaRyu system under 


the personal tutelage of Master Kang Rhee. Elvis was 


instrumental in popularizing karate with the American 


public. He planned a chain of karate schools and dreamt 


of starring in a series of karate movies. He saw karate 
as his future. 


I also immersed myself in the martial arts and came to 


share Elvis’s fascination with its techniques and 


philosophy. His karate name was Mr. Tiger and I 


became Mrs. Tiger. Elvis saw it as a positive outlet. 


He had a great understanding and appreciation of 
karate’s inherent beauty. 


LISA MARIE: Sometimes he’d show off his karate and 
demonstrate on me. He liked to lift me by my chin 
and just hold me there. 


PATSY: А part of Elvis’s personality was looking for 
some discipline and order. He didn’t always achieve 
it, but he was always seeking it. He also had great 
respect for the concept of law and order. He liked 
seeing himself as a lawman, a protector of the public. 
He carried guns, one in the boot and one up the 
sleeve. He loved law enforcement, which is how this 
business with the badges began. Police in cities he 
traveled to all over would give him badges. He had 


many friends in law enforcement. 


PRISCILLA 
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Federal narcotics badge given 
to Elvis by President Nixon 
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ELVIS (In a letter to the head of the U.S. Department of 


Justice, Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs, requesting 
credentials to be an “Agent at Large”): 1 would like you 
to know that I have studied drug abuse, communist 
psychological brainwashing techniques, etc. for ten 
years on my own. I want you to know that it is part 
of my nature, sir, that when I do something there is 


no middle-of-the-road, it’s all the way. 


PATSY: Elvis got it in mind that he had to meet 
President Nixon. He wanted President Nixon to 
make him a federal agent. Nobody knew he was 


going until he was gone...” 


Elvis wanted the ultimate badge from the 
ultimate law enforcer, the President. He reasoned 
that the badge would give him the freedom to carry 
around all the prescription drugs and guns that he 
wanted. His trip to Washington, though, started out as 
a mystery. He and his dad had gotten into a argument 
about the Colonel. Elvis wanted to fire him and 
Vernon didn’t. Frustrated, Elvis stormed out and 
disappeared for several days. This wasn’t like him. 
We had no idea where he was. Later we learned he’d 
wound up in Washington. While on the plane he 


wrote a letter to the President. 


ELVIS (272 his letter to Nixon): I have no concerns or motives 
other than helping the country out. So I wish not to be 
given a title or an appointed position. I can and will do 
more good if I were made a Federal Agent at Large, 
and I will help out by doing it my way through com- 
munication with people of all ages. First and foremost 
I am an entertainer but all I need is the Federal 
credentials. I will be here [in Washington] as long as it 


takes to get the credentials of a Federal Agent. 


At first they wouldn't let him through. You just 
don’t show up in Washington without а prior 
appointment and waltz into the Presidents office. 
Yet that’s exactly what Elvis did. 


Somehow it happened. He pulled it off. After being 
told it was impossible — he could never get the badge, 
never see Nixon on such short notice — he became even 
more determined. Nixon might have been President but 
Elvis was King. The King cut through all the bureaucratic 
red tape and, within a couple of days, found himself 
face to face with the commander-in-chief. The famous 


picture — Elvis in his black cape shaking hands with 


Nixon — was seen in newspapers throughout the 
world. The most amazing part, though, was that the 
President gave him that coveted badge. When Elvis got 
back to Graceland, it was the first thing he showed us. 
He was like a little boy on Christmas morn. Plus he had 
official White House souvenirs for everyone. Everyone 


was back in Elvis’s good graces, even the Colonel. 


PATSY: Elvis had grown up on comic books where super- 
heroes arrived just in time to beat up the bad guys and save 
the day. He liked the idea and he liked protecting 
those people he could protect. Karate came about in 


the service. He enjoyed the art and the discipline. 


Maybe Elvis the federal agent seems a long way 
from the Elvis who longed to be a guru like Sri Daya 
Mata. But looking back, I don’t think so. Elvis wanted 
to transcend into another dimension. When it was 
spirituality, he wanted to be the spiritual leader who 
could help the most people. When it was law enforce- 
ment, his motivation was the same. He couldn’t be 
ordinary. He wasn’t ordinary. And just as he had 


asked Daya Mata for a short cut to self-realization, 
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FBI brochures from Elvis’s personal collection 


he asked the President for a short cut to becoming an 
agent. Where Daya Mata couldn’t accommodate 
him, Nixon could. And did. But in both cases, no 
matter how impatient or imperfect his methods, 


Elvis was looking to operate on a grand scale. 


His sense of grandiosity is more than understandable. 
It seems unavoidable. You could say some people 
have delusions of grandeur, but with Elvis it was no 
delusion. Elvis was grand. And as he entered the last 


great period of his career, his fans confirmed that 


fact. He reconnected with his public as never before. 
In the wake of his brilliant boxing ring TV special, he 
could pick his spots. He became the biggest-drawing 
star in the history of Las Vegas. He sold out the 
Astrodome in Houston. He sold out everywhere. He 
was back on the road where fans couldn’t get enough 
of him. All the adulation he had enjoyed in the Fifties 
returned to him in the Seventies — and then some. 
Meanwhile his personal problems, especially with 
prescription drugs, were mounting. He knew it, but 


couldn’t quite face it. Maybe none of us could. 
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Colt .45 with turquoise handle, Elvis's favorite 
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PRISCILLA: You could say that Elvis reinvented himself in 
Las Vegas. He conquered his fears and went back out 
there, bolder than ever. There was а new look, new 
repertoire and new energy. The myth of Elvis Presley 
took on greater proportions. Doing that required the 
sort of dedication that had first motivated him when he 
was a kid just starting out in Memphis. Mediocrity 


was no longer an option. He had to be great. And he was. 


LISA MARIE: When I think of my father touring those last 
years of his life, when he was playing Vegas and 
stadiums all over the country, I think of the Sweet 
Inspirations. They were the black female background 
singers he started using about that time. They brought 


out his soul. 


ELVIS: ] call the Sweet Inspirations my analysts. Ifanything 
goes wrong I go to their dressing room and I close 


the door and I confess everything to them. 


LISA MARIE: "The Sweet Inspirations did an album on 
their own which, next to my father's records, was my 
all-time favorite. I memorized every song. They also 
had a hit song called “Sweet Inspiration." They had 
sung on many of Aretha Franklin's biggest records. 
When my father would take me on the road Td 
practically live with the Sweet Inspirations. Soon as 
I got to the show, I ran to their dressing room. They 
were wonderful women, easy to talk to. I felt like they 
helped raise me. By then my parents were separated. 
I was living with my mom in Los Angeles and was not 
that crazy about going to school. Pd look out the 
window of the classroom waiting for a car of his to 
come and pick me up. When the car pulled up that 
meant my father was yanking me out of school and I 


was going to see him somewhere on the road. 
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The Sweet Inspirations — from left: Myrna Smith, 
Sylvia Shemwell, and Estelle Brown 


b... aa 


Pant leg of Elvis's butterfly 
jump suit with gold studs 


With Charlie Hodge and father Vernon 


PRISCILLA: As Elvis started what became his legendary 
appearances in Las Vegas, he was in a good place. 
He made good artistic decisions. And the choices were 
his own. He started interpreting dramatic numbers 
like “Му Way.” He was brave enough to sing difficult 
songs like “Bridge Over Troubled Water,” composi- 
tions with great drama and meaning for him. He was 
relaxed on stage, conversational, intimate with his 
audience. If he was happy, he’d tell the audience why. 
If he was sad, he’d do the same. Some of his explana- 
tions were long, others brief, but either way he felt 
comfortable enough with his fans to let them inside his 
head and his heart. After so many painfully bad movie 
scripts, he was thrilled to be unscripted and spontaneous. 
If Elvis saw a guy in the audience yawning, he’d ask 


him, “Are you bored?” and everyone would howl. 


Everyone saw that Elvis, for all his serious talent, knew 
not to take himself too seriously. He had fun poking 
fun at himself. He loved singing “Suspicious Minds” 
and extending the vamp at the end, grooving harder and 
harder while the audience went crazy. He was seductive, 
singing songs like “Fever.” He broke the Vegas rules 
by including his gospel music. “How Great Thou Art” 
was always a highlight. He displayed his knack for 
picking the right songwriters and the right songs — 
‘Tony Joe White’s “Polk Salad Annie,” Neil Diamond’s 
“Sweet Caroline,” Joe South’s “Walk a Mile in My 
Shoes.” His voice had strengthened, his range had 
widened, his soul had deepened. Doing “You’ve Lost 
That Loving Feeling,” he saw he still had something 
that, before these spectacular Vegas shows, he thought 


he’d lost — the ability to move a live audience to tears. 
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PATSY: When Elvis played Las Vegas, everyone was happy. 
If you talked to the cab drivers or the dealers or the 
waitresses, they were delirious. “When Elvis is here,” 
they said, “we all make money. We love him." Fans 
streamed in from all over the world. It was really an 


inspirational period. 


PRISCILLA: "This happened in Vegas after we had separated: 
I was with Lisa Marie, sitting in a booth close to the 
stage. He rarely dedicated songs, but this time he 
looked at me and said, “This is for you.” Then he broke 
into “I Can't Stop Loving You." Lisa was a little fidgety 
so I couldn't keep my eyes entirely on Elvis. Afterwards 
he got miffed. He said I was paying more attention to 
Lisa than to him. *I loved the dedication," I said. “Т 
love how you sang it." But Elvis being Elvis wanted 


not merely some of my attention, but all my attention. 


PAUL: After knowing him for all those years, the first 
time we actually saw Elvis perform was in Las Vegas. 
I didn't know exactly what to expect, but I was 
extremely moved by the show. The marital difficulties 
between him and Cilla didn't stop him from being as 
gracious as ever. By then we'd known Elvis for well 
over a decade. I had always liked him because, to be 
frank, he never tired of listening to my war stories. 
He had always been more than generous, giving us 


color televisions and even a new Cadillac. He gave us 


so much we were embarrassed. In fact, just before my 
son Don went off to college, Elvis bought him a 
Mustang. Once on my way to Vietnam — this was 
around the start of the Tet offensive — he had given 
me a Colt Python, which I wore on my waist every 
day of my mission. Another time when he was making 
the movie Clambake I admired a pair of gigantic long- 
horns that were part of the set. I had graduated from 
the University of Texas where longhorns are the 
school symbol. Next thing I know two couriers are 
approaching my front door carrying a box ten feet 
long. Elvis had sent me the longhorns. Now in Las 
Vegas he was introducing Ann and myself to the 
audience. The last thing I wanted was a spotlight on 
our table, but Elvis was simply expressing his respect. 
He sang *My Way," he said, because he knew how 


much I liked the song. 


PRISCILLA: The paradox is that Las Vegas was a place that 
gave Elvis new life, even as his success in Vegas would 
ultimately endanger his life by putting him on a treadmill 
he couldn't get off. Vegas proved to the Colonel that Elvis 
could make a fortune touring. In love with audiences 
again, Elvis wanted to tour. Touring not only gave him 
the nightly thrill of instant feedback and unrestrained 
adulation, touring let Elvis escape from his problems. 
Or so he thought. Touring is so demanding that its 
logistics overwhelm your life. Elvis got swept up in 
touring. His struggle to sleep, a lifelong dilemma, 
was gravely exacerbated. His dependence on pills — 
to chase away his blues or just give him the energy to 


make it through the day — became more extreme. 


Because I was concentrating on my own life and the 
life of my young daughter, I may have missed some of 


the warning signs. That is, until the day of our divorce. 
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PRISCILLA: My sister Michelle accompanied me to Santa 
Monica, where Elvis and 1 were officially divorced in 
October 1973. It was an amazing day. Amazing, I believe, 
because as we sat in the judge's chambers and signed 
the final decree, we held hands. It was as though we 
were an old married couple rather than about-to-be 
divorced adversaries. There was nothing hostile about 
it. He was tender and sweet with me. But as Elvis's 
fingers touched mine, I grew alarmed. His hands, 
always smooth, were puffy, swollen. I knew something 
was different; something was wrong. I could see it in 


his eyes, I could feel it in his hands. 


ANN: After their divorce, Elvis wouldn't let go. He called 
me and said, “Please speak with Cilla.” He begged 
me to convince her to go back to him. It was a very 
sad conversation. I felt how desperately he wanted to 
keep his family together, but I also knew Priscilla had 
made a measured and mature decision to move on with 
her life. At the same, I assured Elvis Га do whatever 
I could. “Please do,” he pleaded. “I want you all to be 
part of my family.” “Elvis,” I said, “we'll always be part 


of your family.” 


Afterwards, my mind was flooded with memories. 
I remember how Elvis and Cilla had come to our 
house in Mount Holly, New Jersey, because he wanted 
to be there when our son Don returned home from 
Vietnam. He wanted to be part of the joyous celebration. 
He loved the feeling of family. 


PRISCILLA: It might be midnight. It might be 2 a.m. 
Time didn’t matter to him. Elvis was calling, saying 
he was on his way over. He had a song for me to hear 
and a new book for me to read. He was deep into 


numerology and wanted to explain its meaning. 


But basically he was lonely and needed company. 
He needed to reconnect with family. I might complain 
that he was calling in the middle of the night, but 


I never refused a visit. I knew what it meant to him. 


LISA MARIE: After my parents’ separation and divorce, 
I felt no animosity between them. He was always 
over the house talking to Mom all hours of the night. 


He conferred with her about everything. 


PRISCILLA: From 1973 on, it was clear that Elvis was 
hurting more and more. People have asked, “Why didn’t 
you initiate an intervention?” People who ask that don’t 
know Elvis. Elvis would no more have responded to 
an intervention than a demand to give up singing. It’s 
important to realize that, for two different reasons, he 
never considered himself a drug addict. First, his drugs 
were all prescribed. ‘That made a big difference in his 
mind. And secondly, he hated street drugs and 
campaigned for their elimination. So how could he 
be an addict himself? He refused to believe he had a 
problem. He would have undoubtedly laughed away any 
attempt at an intervention. There's no one, including 


his father, who could have pulled that off. 


ELVIS (note written in his Hilton suite in Las Vegas): 
I feel so alone sometimes 

The night is quiet for me 

I would love to be able to sleep 

Pm glad everyone is gone now 

I will probably not rest tonight 

I have no need for all of this 

Help me, Lord 


LISA MARIE: When I stayed at Graceland I could see he 


was struggling. I could feel that he was very sad. He’d 
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come into my room walking so unsteadily that some- 
times he'd start to fall and Td have to catch him. He had 
his own chair in my bedroom where he'd sit, watch 


my ТУ and smoke cigars. 


PRISCILLA: In 1975, I got a letter from Sri Daya Mata say- 
ing she needed to get in touch with Elvis because she 
was feeling his distress. When I spoke to her she said 
she had sent him many letters, all unanswered. From 
what I understood, Vernon tore them up. He was 
afraid of Elvis getting re-entangled with a spiritual 
search that might take him away from touring. I called 
Elvis and told him that Daya Mata was concerned and 
wanted to speak with him. He was moved. I know he 


still regarded her highly, but he never called her. 


I saw a ray of hope when Barbra Streisand asked Elvis to 
costar with her in the remake of A Star Is Born. Elvis 
would have been magnificent in the role. I encouraged 
him. I thought the movie might give him new life. 1 
know he wanted to do it, but somehow, in the hands of 
the Colonel, negotiations hit a snag and the part went to 
Kris Kristofferson. Such a unique opportunity, espe- 
cially in the area of acting, never came Elvis's way again. 


He returned to the routine of non-stop performances. 


MICHELLE: We saw him perform in Las Vegas in December of 
1976. After the show he invited us to his dressing room. 
He spoke about his hands. He was self-conscious that they 
were so bloated. I patted his hands, as if to reassure him. 


I was excited to introduce him to my boyfriend Gary, who 
was a big fan. He treated us all like family. Well, we were 
family. We are family. He treated Mom and Dad like his 
own mother and father. He had them sitting right next 


to him in his dressing room for what seemed like hours. 
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ANN: Elvis loved talking to Paul. He respected him so. 


Even the Colonel called my husband “the real Colonel.” 


PAUL: It was very moving. He didn’t want to let us go. He kept 
thinking of topics that would prolong the conversation — his 
plans to expand his gun collection, his touring schedule, what- 
ever came to mind. He kept asking us what we needed and 
wanted. We told him that we were just fine. We had every- 


thing we needed. But he insisted that we accept something. 


ANN: He wrote out a check for $10,000 and handed it to 


us, saying, “This is to fix up your house.” 
PAUL: This from ап ex-son-in-law. 


ANN: The more we stayed and spoke with him, the more 
worried I became about his health. He was sweet and 
loving but he was distracted in a way I had never seen 
before. Something wasn’t right. When we finally left, 


I had this sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. 


(note written in his Hilton suite in Vegas): Y don’t know 
who Г can talk to anymore. Or turn to. I only have myself 


and the Lord. Help me, Lord, to know the right thing. 


LISA MARIE: I don’t like talking about this. It was August 
16th at four a.m., I was supposed to be asleep actually. 
And he found me and said, you know, go to bed. And I 
said, okay, and I think he kissed me goodnight and I ran 
off. And he had come in and kissed me goodnight after 
that. That was the last time I saw him alive. 


MICHELLE: On August 16, 1977, Priscilla was meeting me for 


lunch at a restaurant on Melrose Avenue in Los Angeles. 


PRISCILLA: I left the house knowing something was wrong. 


The air was wrong. The sky was wrong. آ‎ had а meet- 
ing earlier that morning during which I felt like the 
world was wrong. Something was putting me on edge. 


Something grave. 


I was late meeting Michelle. When I saw her waiting for 
me in front of the restaurant, I grew even more alarmed. 
1 could see it in her eyes. “Something’s wrong,” she said. 
“Elvis is in the hospital.” Elvis had been in the hospital 
before. After many tours he’d check in to rest and recover 
from the strain. He had gone through several serious 
health bouts, but always pulled through. He was still 


young, only forty-two, and vital. Elvis was strong. 
“What is it?” I asked Michelle. “What’s wrong?” 
“You have to call Memphis.” 


I ran every red light and nearly ran off the road before 
reaching my house. Inside I heard the phone ringing. 
I fumbled with my keys, I screamed inside, I finally got 
the door opened and raced to the phone. My worst 


fears were confirmed. He was gone. Elvis was gone. 
My first thought was of Lisa Marie. 


I called my daughter immediately and told her to stay 


in Grandma’s room. Lisa was hysterical. I could hear 


Vernon crying and moaning in the distance. The pain 


in his voice pierced my heart. 
I had them send the plane for me. 
“РИ be right there, baby,” I told Lisa. 


“РИ be there in no time.” 
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One of several guest books from Elvis's funeral; note Caroline Kennedy's entry 
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It’s hard to be in that place that my father was in. 
I think of Janis Joplin or Jim Morrison. I think of great 
artists who lost touch with reality. Artists who, for whatever 
reasons, surround themselves with people who help suck the 
life out of them. My father was a man who gave one too 
many rats to one too many snakes. When he started out, at a 
time when the Ku Klux Klan was still burning crosses, people 
thought he was black. He couldn't have cared less. He hung 
out at the blues clubs because the blues clubs had the music 
he liked. He sang in the style that he wanted to sing in. 
White people loved him, black people loved him, people 


who loved great music loved him. That's all that mattered. 
g 


It was an exquisite day, one of those California 
winter afternoons when the sun was mild and the air so crisp 
and clear you could see to the ends of the earth. I was up on 
Mt. Washington, at the peaceful retreat where Sri Daya Mata 
greeted her followers and continued her practice of spiritual 
enlightenment. She had graciously agreed to see me. After 


the ordeal of the elaborate funeral, after Lisa Marie, 


Michelle and I had spent time in Europe trying to regain 
our footing, after so many sleepless nights and troubled 
days trying to process my feelings, I knew that she alone 


would understand. 


As we sat in a shaded grove, she listened as my emotions 


poured out. 


"You know, Priscilla," she said in her calm and reassuring 
voice, “when someone close to us dies at a time that seems 
premature, we can't help but feel some degree of guilt or 
responsibility. Why didn't we prevent it? Why didn't we do 
more for him? Why couldn't we have changed his fate so as 
to keep him alive? Well, the simple truth is that Elvis's spirit 
was powerful. It remains powerful. He was able to express 
that spirit throughout his life in ways that reached millions. 
That is cause for joy. The choices he made are the choices 
he made. But the choice we can now make is to gently 
move through our pain and confusion and celebrate his 


spirit. In a very real sense, he still lives. He always will." 
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One of the roses laid 


on Elvis's coffin 


